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PROLOGUE. 


NS cities Sign wh yet had never Loci 
T9 The long-expefted Foy of being in Town 3 
- — careful Parents ſcarce permitted Heir 

= To ride from home, unleſs to neighbouring Fair; 
At Laſt by happy Chance it hither led, 
To purchaſe Clap with loſs of Maidenhead . 
Turns wondrous gay, bedizen'd to Exceſs ; >. 
Tull he is all Burleſque in Mode and Dreſs : 
Learns to talk loud in Pit, grows wily too, 
That is to ſay, makes 2 Noiſe and Show. 
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* . * La 
PROLOGUE. 

So a young Poet, who had never been 
Dabling beyond the Height of Ballading ; 
Who, in his orisk Eſſays, dunſt ne er extel 
The lucky Flight of rhyming Doggerel, 

Sets up with'this ſufficient Stock on Stage, 
And has, perchance, the luck to pleaſe the Age. 
He draws you in, like coxening Citizen; 

Cares not how bad the Ware, if Shop be fine. 

As tawdry Gown and Petticoat gain more 
{Tho on a dull diſeas'd ill-favour' d Whore) 
Than prettier Frugal, tho on Holiday, 

When every City-Spark has leave ro play, | 
Damn her, ſhe muſt be ſound, ſhe is ſo gay; 

So let abs Scones be-fine, you Il ne er enquire 
For Senſe, but lofiy Flights in nimble Wire. 
—What we preſent to Day is none of theſe, 
But wecou'd wiſh it were, for we wou d pleaſe, 
And that you'll ſwear we hardly meant to do: 
Tet here's no Senſe, Pox ont, bat here's no Show 
But a plain Story, that will give a Taſte | 
of what your Grandſires lov'd #1h' Age that's paſte. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Lord Plotwell, 


Bellmour, Nephew to the Lord Plotwell, eontracted to 
Celinda. 


Charles, Brother to Bellmour. 
Friendlove, Brother to Celinda, in love wal Diana. 


Sir Timothy Tawdrey, a Fop-Knight, defigr'd . 
Celinda. 


| 14 8 Hangers on to Sir Timothy, 
Truſiy, An old Steward to Bel{mour's Family. 


"Rs n and Seryants. 


WOMEN. 


The Lady Diana, Niece to the Lord Plot woll. — 
| Celinda, Siſter to Friendlove, contrafted to Bellmour- 
Phillis, Siſter to Bellmour. 

Betty Flauntir, kept by Sir Timothy. 


Driver, A Baud. 
— hy 8 Two Whores. 
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ACTIL SCENE I. 
A Street. 


Enter Sir Timothy Tawdrey, Sham, and Sharp. 

Sir Tim, BASES EREABOUTS is the Houſe 
; wherein dwells the Miſtreſs of 
my Heart; for ſhe has Money, 
Boys, mind me, Money in 
a abundance, or ſhe were not for 

CRASSEU me The Wench her ſelf is 
good - hatur d, and inclin'd to be civil: but a Pox on't 
—— —ſhe has a Brother, a conceited Fellow, whom the 
World miſtakes for a fine Genileman ; for he has travell'd, 
talks Languages, bows with a bonne mine, and the reſt ; 
but by Fortune, he ſhall entertain you with nothing but 
Words BEES. 

Sham. Nothing elſe ! ——_— 

Sir Tim, No. He's no Country- Squire, Gentlemen, 
will not game, whore ; nay, in my Conſcience, you will 
hardly get your ſelves drunk in his Company —He treats 
alamode, half Wine, half Water, and the reſt __.But 
to the Buſineſs, this Fellow loves his Siſter dearly, and 
will not truſt her in this leud Town, as he calls it, with- 
out him; and hither he has brought her to marry me. 

Sham, A Pox upon him for his Paing—— 

Sir Tim. So ſay I ———But my Comfort is, I ſhall be 
as weary of her, as the beſt Husband of *em all. But 
there's Convenieney in it; beſides, the Match being as 

ood as made up by the old Folks in the Country, I muſt 
ſubmic—The Wench J neyer ſaw yet, but they oy, 
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bandſom— But no matter for that, there's Money, my 
Boys. | it : 

| ther Well Sir, we will follow you—but-as dolefully 
as people do their Friends to the Grave, from whence they're 
never to return, at leaſt not the ſame Subſtance; the thin 
airy Viſion of a brave good Fellow, we may ſee thee here; 
after, but that's the moſt; 

Sir Tim. Your Pardon, ſweet Sharp, my whole De- 
ſign in it is to be Maſter of my ſelf, and with part of her 
Portion to ſet up my Miſs, Betty Flauntit; which, by 
the way, is the main end of my marrying z-the reſt you'll 
have your ſhares of. Now I am forc'd to take you up 
Suits at treble Prizes, have damn'd Wine and Meat put 
upon us, cauſe the Reckoning is to be boak'd; But rea- 
dy Money, ye Rogues ! What Charms it has! makes the 
Waiters fly Boys, and the Maſter with Cap in Hand 
excuſe what's amiſs, Gentlemen— Your Worſhip ſhall 
command the beſt—and the reſt—How briskly the Box 
and Dice dance, and the ready Money ſubmits to the lucky 
Gameſter, and the gay Wench conſults with every Beauty 
ta make her ſelf. agreeable. to the Man with ready Mo- 
ney ! In fine, dear Rogues, all things are facrific'd to its 
Power; and no Mortal conceives the Joy of Argent Con- 
tent. Tis this powerful God that makes me ſubmit to the 
Devil, Matrimony; and then thou art aſſur d of me, my 
ſtout Lads of brisk Debauch, 

Sham. And is it poſſible you can be ty'd up to a Wife? 
Whilſt here in London, and free, you have the whole 
World to range in, and like a wanton Heifer, eat of 
every Paſture. . 25 | 

Sir Tim. Why doſt think I'll be confin'd to my own 
dull Encloſure ?- No, I had rather feed coarſely upon the 
boundleſs Common; perhaps two or three days I may be 
in love, and remain conſtant, but that's the moſt. 
Sharp. And in three Weeks, ſhould you wed. a Cynthia, 


you'd be a Monſter. 


Sir Tim. What, thou meaneſt a Cuckold, I warrant. 
God help thee ! But a Monſter is only ſo from its Rarity, 
and a Cuckold is no ſuch ſtrange thing in our Age. 


A4 | Enter 
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But who comes here? 


1 
| 
| 
| 


Enter Bellmore and Friendlove. 
Bellmore! Ah my little dear Rogue how doſt thou? 


Ned Friendlove too! Dear Lad, how doft thou too? 


wa welcome to Town ifaith, and I'm glad to ſee you 


Friend. Sir Timothy Taudrey / 3 | 
Sir Tim. The fame, by Fortune, dear Ned: And how, 


and how Man, how go Matters? 


Friend. Between who, Sir ? 


Sie Tim. Why any Body, Man; but by Fortune, I'm 
doverjoy'd to meet thee: But where doſt think I was going ? 


Friend. Ist poſſible one ſnhou'd divine? 
Sir Tim. Is't poſſible you ſhon'd not, and meet me ſo 
near your Siſter's Lodgings? Faith I was coming to pay 


my RefſpeRts and Services, and the reſt—— Thou know'ſt 
my meaning The old Buſineſs of the Silver - World, 

Ned; by Fortune it's a mad Age we live in, Ned; and 
here be ſo many — wicked Rogues, about this damn'd 


Icud Town, that faich 1 am fain to fpeak in the vulgar 
_ Style, in my own Defence, and railly Matrimony 
and t . , | 
Friend, Matrimony ! — 1 hope yon are ſo exactly re- 
fin'd a Man of the Town, that you will not offer once 
to think of fo dull a thing: let that alone for ſuch cold 
Complexions as Bellmour here, and I, that have not at- 
rain'd to that moſt excellent faculty of Keeping yet, as 
ou, Sir Timothy, have done much to your Glory, I aſ- 


ſure you. 


Sir Tim. Who I, Sir? You do me much Honour : 


1 muſt confeſs 1 do not find the ſofter Sex cruel; I am 


"received as well as another Man of my Parts. 
Friend. Of your Mony you mean, Sir. | 
Sir Tim, Why faith Ned, thou art i'th' bt z I love 


to buy my Pleaſure: for, by Fortune, there's as much 


'eaſure in Vanity and Variety, as any Sins I know z 

What think#ſt thou oc; . 

Friend. I am not of your Mind, I love to love upon 
the ſquare; and that I may be ſure not to be cheated with 
falſe Ware, I preſent em nothing but my Heart. 


Sir Tim . 
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Sir Tim. Yes, and have the Conſolation of ſeeing your 
frugal huſwifery Miſs in the Pit, at a Play, in a long Scarf. * 
and Night-gown, for want of Points, and Garniture. 

Friend. If ſhe be clean, and pretiy, and dreſt in Love, 
I can excuſe the reſt, and ſo will ſhe, 

Sir Tim. I vow to Fortune, Ned, thou muſt come to 
London, and be a liitle manag'd : *slife Man, ſhouldſt 
thou talk ſo aloud in good Company, thou wouldſt be 
counted a m—_ Fellow. Pretty ——— ard dreſt with 
Love a fine Figure, by Fortune: No, Ned, the 
painted Chariot gives a Luſtre to every ordinary Face, and 
makes a Woman look like Quality; Ay, ſo like, by For- 
tune, that you ſhall not know one from t'other, till ſome 
ſcandalous, out-of-favour'd laid-· aſide Fellow of the Town, 
cry—— Damn her for a Bitch — how ſcornfully the 
Whore regards me he has forgot ſince Jack 


© ſuch a one, and I, club'd for the keeping of her, when 


both our Stocks well manag'd wou'd not amount to above 
ſeven Shillings ſix Pence a week; beſides now and then: 
a Treat of a Breaſt of Mutton from the next Cook's. 
Then the other E and crys— Ay, rot her —and tells 
his Story too, and concludes with, Who manages the- 
Jilt now? Why faith ſome diſmal Coxcomb or other, 
you may be ſure, replies the firſt, But Ned, theſe are 
Rogues, and Raſcals, that value no Man's Repwation, , 
becauſe they deſpiſe ther own, But faith, I have laid 
aſide all theſe Vanities, now I have thought of Matri— 
mony; but I deſire my Reformation may be a Secret, 
becauſe, as you know, for a Man of my Addreſs, and the. 
reſt 'tis not altogether ſo Jantee. 

Friend, Sir, 1 aſſure you, it ſhall be ſo great a Secret 
for me, that4 will never ask you who the happy Woman 
is, that's choſen for this great Work of your Converſion. 

Sir Im. AE me — No, you need not, becauſe. 
you know already. a 1 

Friend. Who 1? I proteſt, Sit Jamo 

Sir Tim. No Swearing, dear Ned, for tis ſuch a Seeret, 
but I will truſt my Intimates ? theſe are my Friends, Ned; 
pray know them — This Mr. Sham, and this 


| by Fortune, a. very honeſt Fellow (Bows 1 em.) Me. 


A5 1 Sf 


- Friend. Prithee let him alone. Aſide. 
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Sharp, and may be truſted with a Bus'neſs that concerns 
you as well as me. 
Friend, Me! What do you mean, Sir Timothy? 
Sir Tim, Why Sir, you know what I mean, | 
Friend, Not I, Sir. — 
Sir Iim. What, not that I am to marry your Siſter 


Celinda ? 


Friend. Not at all. | 

Bel. O this inſufferable Sot ! LAſide. 

Friend. My Siſter, Sir, is very nice. 

Sir Tim. That's all one, Sir, the old People have ad- 
juſted the matter, and they are the moſt proper for a 
Negotiation of that kind, which ſaves us the trouble of 
a tedious Courtſhip. | 

Friend, That the old People have agreed the matter, is 
more than I know. | 

Sir Tim. Why Lord Sir, will you. perſuade me to that? 
Don't you know that your Father (according to the Me- 
thod in ſuch Caſes, being certain of my Eſtate), came to 
me thus——Sir Timothy Tawarey, you are a young 
Gentleman, and a Knight, I knew your Father well, and 
my right worſhipful Neighbour, our Eſtates lie together; 
therefore Sir, I have a deſire to have a near Relation 
with you At which, I interrupted him, and cry'd— 
Ob Lord Sir, 1 vow to Fortune, you do me the preateft 
Honour, Sir, and the reſ. . 

Bel. I can endure no more; he marry. fair Celinda / 


Sir Tim. To which he anſwered——L have a good For- 
tune have but my Son Ned, and this Girl, call'd 
Celinda, whom I will make a Fortune, ſutable to yours; 
your honourable Mother, the Lady Tawadrey, and I, 
have as good as concluded the Match already. To which 
J (who, tho I ſay it, am well enough bred for a Knight) 
anſwered her the Civility thus—1 yow to. Fortune, Sir— 
X did not fwear, but cry'd-——I proteſt, Sir, Celinda, 
deſerves ———n0, no, I lye again, *twas merits 
Ay, Celinda _——merits a much better Husband than J. 

Friend. You ſpeak more Truth chan you are aware of, 
ES EEE NESS 7 77 ir 7 Hs 
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Well, Sir, I'll bring you to my Siſter; and if ſhe likes 
you, as well as my Father does, ſhe's yours; otherwiſe, 
I haye ſo much Tenderneſs for her, as to leave her Choice 
free. | t , 

Sir Tim. Oh Sir, you compliment. Alons, Entrons. 
[ Exeunte- 


SCENE II. A Chamber. 


Enter Celinda, and Nurſe, 

Cel, I wonder my Brother ſtays ſo long; ſure Mr. 
Bellmour is not yet arriy'd, yet he ſent us word he would 
be here to day. Lord, how impatient I grow ! 

Nur, Ay, ſo methinks; if I had the hopes of enjoy- 
ing ſo ſweet a Gentleman as Mr. Bellmour, I ſhou'd be ſo 
too hut I am paſt it Well, I have had my Pant- 
ings, and Heavings, my Impatience, and Qualms, my 
Heats, and my Colds, and my I know not what—ButE. 
thank my Stars, I have done with all thoſe Fooleries.. 

Cel. Fooleries ! | | 
Is there any thing in this Life but Love? 

Wou'dſt thou praiſe Heaven for thy Being, 
Without that grateful part of it? 
For I confeſs I love. | 

Nur. You need not, your Sighs, and daily (nay, and 
nightly too) Diſorders, plainly enough betray the Truth, 

Cel, Thou ſpeak'ſt as if it were a Sin: 

But it it be ſo, you your ſelf help*d to make me wicked. 

For e'er I ſaw Mr. Bellmour, you ſpoke the kindeſt things 
of him, | | 

As would have mov'd the dulleſt Maid to love; 

And e'er I ſaw him, I was quite undone. | 

Nur. Quite undone ! Now God forbid ; what for 

loving ? 
You ſaid but now there was no Life without it. 

Cel, But fince my Brother came from Italy, 
And brought young Bellmour to our Houſe, 
How very little thou hadſt faid of him! 

How much above thy Praiſe, I found te Youth: - 


— £ Nur. 
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Nur. Very pretty ! You are grown a notable Profi. 
cient in Love And you are reſolyd (if he pleaſe) to 
marry him ? RE Es nn” iſe 

Cel. Or I muſt die. 

Nur, Ay, but you know the Lord Plot well has the Poſ. 
feflion of all his Eſtate, and if he marry without his lik- 

ing, has Power to take away all his Fortune, and then! 
think it were not ſo good marrying him. | 

Cel, Not marrying him! Oh, canſt thou think ſo 
f rly of me? 1 
Yes, I would marry him, tho our ſcanty Fortune 
Cov'd only purchaſe us 

A lonely Cottage, in ſome filent Place, 

All cover'd o'er with Thatch, 

Defended from the Outrages of Storms 

By leafleſs Trees, in Winter; and from Heat, 

With Shades, which their kind Boughs wou'd bear anew 
Under. whoſe Covert we'd feed our gentle Flock, - | 
That ſhou'd in gratitude repay us Food, | 
And mean and humble Clothing, 

Nur. Very fine! | 

Cel. There we wou'd practiſe ſuch degrees of Love, 
Such laſting, innocent, unheard of Joys, 

As all the buſy World ſhould wonder at, 

And, amidſt all their Glories, find none fuch. 

Nur, Good lack! how prettily Love teaches his Scho- 
lars to pratile. But hear ye, fair Mrs. Celinda, you 
have ſorgotto what end and purpoſe you came to Town ; 
not to marry Mr, Bellmour, as I take it but Sir Timothy 
 Tawdrey, that Spark of Men. 

Cel. Oh name him not—Let me not in one Moment 

. Deſcend from Heaven to Hel! 

How came that wretched thing into thy Noddle ? 

Nur, Faith, Miſtreſs, 1 took pity of thee, I ſaw youſo 
elevated with Thoughts of Mr. Bellmour, 1. found it ne- 
ceſſary to take you down a degree lower. h ; 

Cel. Why did not Heaven make all Men like to Bell- 

mour 2 RY 

So ſtrangely ſweet and charming! 

Nur. Marry come up, you ſpeak for your (elf ; 
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Oh intolerable loving Creature 
But here comes the utmoſt of your Wiſhes. 
Cel, My Brother, and Bellmour! with ſtrange Men! 
Enter Friendlove, — Sir Timothy, Sham, and 
| Shar 
Friend. Siſter, I've Where. 1H here a Lover, this is 
the worthy Perſon you have heard of, Sir Timothy Tau- 
Arey. | 
Sir Tim. Yes, faith Madam, I am Sir Timothy Tawdrey, 
at your Service Pray are not you Mrs, Celinda Dreſſwell 2 
Cel. The ſame, but cannot return your Compliment. 
Sir Tim. Oh Lord, oh Lord, not return a Compliment. 
Faith, Ned, thy Siſter's quite ſpoil'd, for want of Town- 
Education; *tis pity, for ſhe's deviliſh pretty. 
Friend. She's modeſt, Sir, before Company; therefore 


theſe Gentlemen and I will withdraw into the next Room. 


Cel. Inhuman Brother! Will'you leave me alone with 
this Sot? | | 

Friend. Yes, and if you would be rid of the trouble of 
him, be not coy, nor witty ; two things he hates, 

Bel. Sdeath! Muſt ſhe be blown upon by that Fools 

Friend. Patience, dear Frank, alittle while. 

[Exeunt Friend, Bell. Sham and Sharp. 
[Sir Timothy walks about the Room, eupecting 

| when Celinda ſhould ſpeak, #7 

Cel. Oh dear Nurſe, what ſhall I do? | 

Nur, I that ever help'd you at a dead Lift, will not 
fail you now. | | 

Sir Tim. What a Pox, not a Word ? 

Cel. Sure this Fellow believes I'll begin. 

Sir Tim. Not ye. ſure ſhe has ſpoke her laſ. 

Nur. The Gentleman's good - natur'd, and has took. 
pity on you, and will not trouble you, I think. 

Sir Jim. Hey day, here's Wooing indeed 
Will ſhe never begin trow ? This ſome would call an 
excellent Quality in her Se But a pox on't, I do not 
like 1— Well, 1 ſee 1 muſt break Silence At . 


Madam not anſwer me ſhaw, this is mere ill 


- 


breeding by Forrune——it can be nothing elſe 
O' my Confcience, if I ſhould kiſs her, ſhe would bid 
me ſtand off Il ir | Nur. 
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Nur. Hold, Sir, you miſtake your Mark. 

Sir Tim, $01 ſhould, if I were to look in thy mouldy 
Chaps, good Matron «— Can your Lady ſpeak? 

Nur. Try, Sir, | © 

Sir Tim. Which way > 

Nur. Why ſpeak to her firſt; 

Sir Tim, I never knew a Woman want a Cue for that; 

but all that J have met with were till before-hand wich 
me in tittle tattle, 1 9 

Nur. Likely thoſe you have met with may, but this is 
no ſuch Creature, Sir. | 
Sir Tim. I muſt confeſs, I am unus'd to this kind of 
Dialogue; and I am. an Aſs, if I know what to ſay to 
ſuch a Creature; : h SPEAR 
hut come, will you anſwer me one Queſtion ? 

Cel. If I can, Sir, | | 

Sir Ti», But firſt I ſhould ask you if you can ſpeak ? 
For that's a Queſtion too, 

Cel. Andif 1 cannot, how will you be anſwer'd ?. 

Sir Tim, Faith, that's tight; why then you muſt do't 
by ſigns. . 

Cel. But grant I can ſpeak, what is't you'll ask me? 

Sir Tim. Can you love? . 

Cel. Oh yes, Sir, many things; I love my Meat, I 
love abundance of Adorers, I love choice of new Clothes, 
new Plays; and, like a right Woman, I loye to haye my 
Wil. 8 

Sir Tim, Spoke like a well-bred Perſon, by Fortune: 

I ſee there's hopes of thee, Celinda; thou wilt in time 
learn to make à very faſhionable Wife, having ſo much 
Beauty too. I. ſee Attracts, Allurements, wanton Eyes, 
the languiſning turn of the Head, and all that invites to 
Temptation. 

Cel. Would that pleaſe you in a Wife? 

Sir Jim. Pleaſe me! Why, Madam, what do you take 
me to be? a Sot? — a Fool? —0r a dull Italian of 
the Humour of your Brother ?—- No, no, I can aſſure 
you, ſhe that marries me, ſhall have Franchiſe——But 
my pretty Miſs, you muſt learn to talk a little more | 

Cel. 1 have not Wit, and Senſe enough, for that.. | 
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Sir Tim. Wit! Oh la, O la, Wit! as if there were 
any Wit requir'd in a Woman when ſhe talks; no, no 
matter for Wit, or Senſe; talk but loud, and a great 
deal to ſhew your white Teeth, and ſmile, and be very 
confident, and *tis enough Lord, what a Sight tis to 
ſee a pretty Woman ſtand right up an end in the middle 
of a Room, playing with her Fan, for want of ſome- 
thing to keep her in Countenance, No, ſhe that is mine, 
I will teach to entertain at another rate. 5 

Nur. How, Sir * Why, what do you- take my young 
Miſtreſs to be? 

Sir Tim, A Woman——and a fine one, and fo fine 
as ſhe ought to permit her ſelf to be ſeen, and be ador'd. 

Nur. Out upon you, would you expoſe your Wife? 
by my troth, and I were ſhe, I know what I wou'd do 

Sir Tim, Thou do what thou wouldſt have done 
ſixty Years ago, thou meaneſt. 

Nur, Marry come up, for a ſtinking Knight; worſe 
than I have gone down with you, eder now———Sixty 
Years ago, quoth ye As old as I am-— 1 live with- 
out Surgeons, wear my own Hair, am not in Debt to my 
Taylor, as thou, art, and art fain to kiſs his Wife, to per- 
ſuade her Husband to be mercitul to thee who wakes 
thee every Morning with his Clamour and long Bills, at 
thy Chamber-door. _ | 6 

Sir Tim. Prithee good Matron, Peace; I'll compound 
with thee. - ; 

Nur, *Tis more than thou wilt do with thy Creditors, 
who, poor Souls, deſpair of a Groat in the Pound for all 
thou ow'ſt them, for Points, Lace, and Garnitur. 
for all, in fine, that makes thee a complete op. 

Sic Iim. Hold, hold thy eternal Clack. 

Nur. And when none would truſt thee farther, give 
Judgments for twice the Money thou borroweſt, and 
ſwear thy ſelf at Age; and laſtly — to patch up your bro- 
ken Fortune, you wou'd fain marry my ſweet Miſtreſs 
Celinda here But, Faith, Sir, you're miſtaken, her 


Fortune ſhall not go to the Maintenance of your Miſſes g 
which being once ſure of, ſhe, poor Soul, is ſent down 
to the Country-houſe, to learn Houſewifery, and live 

C eels without 
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without Mankind, unleſs ſhe can ſerve her ſelf with the 
handſom Steward, or {0 whilſt you tear it away in 
Town, and live like Man and Wife with your Jilt, and 
are every Day ſeen in the Glaſs Coach, whilſt your own 
natural Lady is hardly worth the Hire of a Hack. 

Sir Tim. Why thou damnable confounded mann 
wilt thou never ceaſe? 

Nur. No, not till you raife your Siege, and be gone; 
go march to your Lady of Love, and Debauch——go— 
Lou get no Celinda here. 

Sir Tim. The Devil's in her Tongue, 

Cel. Good gentle Nurſe, haye r upon the poor 
Kni ht. 

Nr. No more, Miſtreſs, than he'll haye on- you, if 
Heaven had ſo abandon'd you; to put you into his Power. 
— Mercy—quoth ye—no—, no more than bis Miſtreſs 
will have, when all his Money's gone. | 
Sir Tim, Will ſhe never end? 


Cel. Prithee forbear.. 
Nur. No more than the Ufurer would, to whom ks 


has mortgag'd the beſt part of his Eſtate, would forbear 
b Day after the promis'd Payment of the Money, For- 
ear — 
Sir Tim, Not yet end! Can I, Madam, give you a 
Seer Proof of my Paſſi ion for you, than to endure this 

r your ſake? 

Nur. This thou. art ſo ſorry a Creature, thou 
wilt endure any thing for the Jucre of her Fortune; tis. 
that thou baſt a Paſſion for: not that thou careſt for Mo- 
ney, but to ſacrifice to thy Leuineſs, to purchaſe a Miſ- 

treſs, to purchaſe the Reputation of as errant a Fool as 
ever arriv'd at the Honour of keeping; to purchaſe - a 
little Grandeur, as you call it; that is, to make every a 
one look at thee, and conſider what a Fool thou art, 
who elſe mie ht paſs unregarded amongſt the common 


Croud. 

Sir Tim. The Devil's in her Tongue, and fo 'tis in moſt. 
Womens of her Age; for when it has quitted the Tail, | 
it re paits t to hand upper Tire, | 


4 . 
* " : 


Nur. 
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Nur. Do not perſuade me, Madam, I am refoly'd to 
make him weary of his Wooing. : 
Sir Tim, 80 God be prais'd the Storm is laid And 
now Mrs. Celinda, give me leave to ask you, if it be 
with your leave, this Aﬀeont is put on a Man of my 
Quality? | 2 

Nur. Thy Quality a 

Sir Tim. Yes; I am a Gentleman, and a Knight. 

Nar, Yes, Sir, Knight of the ill- favour'd Countenance 
is it? 5 

Sir Tim. Lou are beholden to Don Quixot for that, 
and *tis fo many Ages fince thou couldſt ſee to read, 
I wonder thou haſt not forgot all that ever belongs to 
Books, TIE 

Nur. My Eye-light is good enough to ſee thee in all 
thy Colours, thou Knight of the burning Peftle thou, 

Sir Tim. Agen, that was out of a Play——Hark ye, Witch 
of Endor, hold your prating Tongue, or I ſhall moſt 
well-fayour'dly cudget ye. | 

Nur. As your Friend the Hoſteſs has it in a Play too, 
I take it, Ends which you pick up behind the Scenes, 
when you go io be laught at even by the Player - Women. 

Sir Tim. Wilt thou have done? By Fortune, Fl] en- 
dure no more — 

Nur. Murder, Murder! 

Cel. Hold, hold. EE, 

Enter Friendlove, Be}}mour, Sham, and Sharp. 

Friend. Read here the worſt of News that can arrive, 

[ Gives Belim. a Letter. 
mn *; che matter here? Why how now, 
Sir Timothy, what, up in Arms with the Women? 

Sir Tim. Oh Ned, I'm glad thou'rt come—neyer was 
Tom Dove baited as I have been, 1 

Friend. By whom? my Siſter ? 

Sir Tim, No, no, that old Maſtiff there the young 
Whelp came not on, thanks be prais d. | 
Bel, How, her Father here to morrow, and here he 
ſays, that ſhall be the laſt Moment, be will defer the 
Marriage of Celinda to this Sot Oh God, I ſhall 


grow mad, and ſo undo em all—— II kill the Villain 
the 


Celinda . 


ſelf to a Lady—I fancy thee a very ridiculous Figure in 


Lady. 
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the Altar By my loſt hopes I will- And yet there is 
ſome left Could I but—ſpeak to her—I muſt rely on 
Dreſſwell's Friendſhip—Oh God, to morrow—Can I en- 
dure that thought ?—Can I endure to ſee the T raytor there, 
who muſt to morrow rob me of my Heaven ?— I'll own 
my Flame—and boldly tell this Fop, ſhe muſt be mine— 

Friend. I aſſure you, Sir Timothy, I am ſorry, and 
will chaſtiſe her. Þ 

Sir Tim. Ay, Sir, I that ama Knight—a Man of Parts 
and Wit, and one that is to be your Brother, and de- 
ſign'd to be the Glory of marrying Celinda. 

Bel, I can endure no more—How Sir—You marry fair 


ve 


Sir Tim. Ay, Frank, ay —is ſhe not a pretty little plump 
white Rogue, hah? | 

Bel, Yes. "= 

Sir Tim, Oh, I had forgot thou art a modeſt Rogue, 
and to thy eternal Shame, hadſt never the Reputation of a 
Miſtreſs— Lord, Lord, that I could ſee thee addreſs thy 


that Poſture, by Fortune. | 

Bel, Why, Sir, I can court a Lady. ö 

Sir Tim. No, no, thou'rt modeſt; that is to ſay, a 
Country Gentleman; that is to ſay, ill · bred; that is 10 
ſay, a Fool, by Fortune, as the World goes. 

Bel. Neither, Sir I can love — and tell it too 
and that you may believe me look on this Lady, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Look on this Lady, Sir — Ha, ha, ha. 
Well, Sir— Well, Sir — And what then? 

Bel. Nay, view her well, Sir % —— 

Sir Tim, Pleaſant this Well Frank, I do And 
What then ? 

Bel. Is ſhe not charming fair—fair to a wonder ! 

Sir Tim. Well Sir, tis gratted=m—_—__ “ ? 

Bel. And canſt thou think this Beauty meant for thee, 
for thee, dull common Man ? | 

Sir Tim. Very well, what will he ſay next? a 

Bel. I ſay, let me no more ſee thee approach this 


Sir Im. How Sir, how? 1 
nr Bel. 
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Bel. Not ſpeak to her, not look on her——by Hea- 
not think of her. W 


yen | 
en- Sir Tim, How Frank, art in earneſt, 
Te, Bel. Try, if thou dar'ſt. | 
WI Sir Tim. Not think of her! 


Bel. No, not ſo much as in a Dream, could I divine its 
Sir Tim. Is he in earneſt, Mr, Friendlove 2? 

Friend, L. doubt ſo, Sir Timothy. 

Sir Tim. What, does he then pretend to your Siſter 2 
Bel, Yes, and no Man elſe ſhall dare do ſo. | 
Sir Tim. Take notice I am affronted in your Lodg- 
ings for you Bellmour —— You take me for an Aſs — 
therefore meet me to morrow Morning about five, with 
ph WY your Sword in your Hand, behind Southampton Houſe. 


Exit. 

Bel, Tis well — there we will diſpute our Title to 
ue, Celinda. | 
F a | | 
by Dull Animal! The Gods cou'd ne er decree 
in- So bright a Maid ſhou d be poſſeſt by thee, [Exeunt- 
2 £03 72 . 
10 


ACT n.,. 
. A Palace. 


Enter Nurſe with a Light. 


d Nur. E LL, eis an endleſs trouble to have the 
Tuition of a Maid in love, here is ſuch 
Wiſhing and Longing, —And yet one mult force them 
to what they moſt deſire, before they will admit of it—. 
Here am I ſent out a Scout of the Forlorn Hope, to diſ- 
cover the Approach of the Enemy Well——Mr. 
| Bellmour, you are not to know, tis with the Conſent of . 
s Celinda, that you come I muſt bear all the blame, 
what Miſchief ſoeyer comes of theſe N ight-Works.. 


* » Ente * 
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„ SIS: Enter Bellmour. 
Oh are you come Tour Hour was Twelve, and now 
tis almoſt Two,” 
Bell, I could not get from Friendlove——Thou haſt 
not told Celinda of my coming? KR 
Nur, No, no, een make Peace for me, and your 
ſelf too. 24 5 | | 
Boll. I warrant thee Nurſe——Oh bow I hope and fear 
this Night's Succeſs ! 2 ¶xeunt. 


N 8. U E N 3 A Chamber. 


Celinda in her Night- Attire, leaning on a Table. 
Enter to her Bellmour and Nurſe, | 
Cel. Oh Heavens! Mr. Bellmour at this late Hour in 
my Chamber! | | 
Bell, Yes, Madam ; but will approach no nearer till you 
permit me: \ > . 


And ſure you know my Soul too well to fear. 
Cel. I do Sir, and you may approach yet nearer, 
And let me know your Buſineſs. 

Bell. Love is my bus nefs, that of all the World; 
Only my Flame as much ſurmounts the reſt, 
As is the Object of Beauty Ladore, _ 

Cel. If this be all, to tell me of your Love, 
To morrow might have done as wel. 

Bell. Oh no, to morrow would have been too late, 
Too late to make returns to all my Pain. 
What diſagreeing ching offends your Eyes? 
I've no Deformity about my Perſon; et 
I'm young, and 4 a Fortune great as any 
That do pretend to ſerve you; | 
And yet I find my Intereſt in your Heart, 

Below thoſe happy ones that are my Rivals, 

Nay, every Fool that can but plead bis Title, 
And the poor Intereſt that a Parent gives him, 

Can merit more than I. : 

— What elſe, my lovely Maid, can give a freedom 
To that ſame talking, idle, knighted Fop ? 


_ 
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cel. Oh, if I am ſo wretched to be his, 


urely I cannot live; 
or, Sir, I muſt confeſs I cannot love him, ic 

Bell. But thou may ſt do as bad, and marry him, = 

Ind that's a Sin I cannot over - live; | 'Y 
No, hear my Vows—— __ 

Cel. But are you, Sir, in earneſt ? 

Bell, In earneſt ? Yes, by all that's good I am; 

love you more than I do Life, or Heaven! 

Cel. Oh what a pleaſure tis to hear him ſay ſo! [Aſides 

But pray, how long Sir, have you loy'd me ſo? 5 

Bell. From the firſt moment that I ſaw Jour Eyes, 

our charming killing Eyes, I did adore em 

und ever ſince have languiſht Day and Night. 

Nur. Come, come, ne er ſtand asking of Queſtions, 
But follow your Inclinations, and take him at his Word. 
Bell. Celinda, take her Counſel, n 
perhaps this is the laſt opportunity; 

ay, and by Heaven the laſt of all my Life, 

f you refuſe me now _ 
Say, will you neyer marry Man but me ? 

Cel, Pray give me till to morrow, Sir, to anſwer you; 
or I have yet ſome Fears about my Soul, | 
That take away my Reſt, | 

Bell. To morrow! You muſt then marry——Oh fatal 
/ord ! Another! a Beaſt, a Fool, that knows not how 
o value you. | 3 | 

Cel, Is't poſſible my Fate ſhou'd be ſo near? 

Nur. Nay then diſpoſe of your ſelf, I ſay, and leave 
diſſembling ; 'tis high time. N | 
Bell, This Night the Letter came, the dreadful News 
df thy being married, and to morrow too. 

Oh anſwer me, or I ſhall die with Fear. 

Cel. J muſt confeſs it, Sir, without a bluſh, 
For *tis no Sin to love) that I cou'd wiſh. 
Heayen and my Father were inclin'd my way ; 
But 1 am all Obedience to their Wills. 

Bell. That Sigh was kind, 

But e er io mortow this time, 


You'll 


. \ To be my Wife, and I ſhall be at Peace. 
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Yow'll want this pitying Senſe, and feel no Pantings, 
But thoſe which Joys and Pleaſures do create. | 

Cel. Alas Sir! what is't you'd have me do? 
Bell. Why— 1 wou'd have you love, and after that 
You need not be inſtructed what to do. 
Give me your Faith, give me your ſolemn Vow 
Cel. Have you conſider'd, Sir, your own Condition? 
"Tis in your Uncle's Power to take your Fortune, 
If in your Choice you diſobey his Will. . 
And Sir, you know that mine is much below you, 
Bell. Oh, 1 thall calm his Rage, . 
By urging ſo much Reaſon. as thy Beauty, 
And my own Flame, on which my Life depends. | 
e now has kindly ſent for me to London, 1 
I fear his BuSneſs. | | 
Yet if you'll yield to marry me, 
We'll keep it ſecret, till our kinder Stars 
Have made proviſion for the bleſt Diſcovery. - | 
Come, give me your Vows, or we mult part for eyer. 
Cel. Part! Oh tis a fatal Word! | 
I will do any thing to faye that Life, 
To which my own ſo nearly is ally'd. 
1 Enter Friendlove. 

Friend, So forward Siſter? ' 

Bell. Ha, Friendlove / 

Friend, Was it ſo kindly done, to gain my Siſter 
Without my knowledge ? bh 

Bell, Ah Friend ! *Twas from her ſelf alone 
That I wou'd take the Bleſſing which I a. 

Friend. And T1] aſſiſt her, Sir, to give it you. 

Here, take him as an Honour, and be thankful. 
Bell. Las a Bleſſing ſent from Heaven receive her, 
And e'er I ſleep will juſtify my Claim, 

And make her mine. 

Friend. Be not ſo haſty, Friend: 
Endeavour firſt to reconcile your Uncle to'c, | 

Bell. By ſuch * we re loſt ; Haſt thou forgot? 
To morrow ſhe's deſign'd another's Bride! 
Friend. For that let me alone t evade. 


— 


B ell. 
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Bell, If you muſt yet delay me, 
ive me leave not to intereſt ſuch Wealth without Security, 
And I, Celinda, will inſtru you how to ſatisfy my Fears. 

| | [Kneels, and takes her by the Hand. 
Bear witneſs to my Vows 
May every Plague that Heaven inflits on Sin, 
Fall down in Thunder on my Head, 
If eer-{ marry any but Celinda, 
Or if 1 do not marry thee, fair Maid. 
Nur. Heartily ſworn, as 1 vow. 
Cel, And here I wiſh as (ſolemnly the ſame : 
May all arrive to me, 
If eer I marry any Man but Bellmour 7 | 
Nur, Weare Witneſles, as good as a thouſand, 
Friend. But now, my Friend, I'd have you take your, 
Noe; the day comes on apace, and you've not ſeen your 
Incle ſince your Arrival, | 
Bell, 'Tis Death to part with thee, my fair Celinda 3 
But our hard Fates impoſe this Separation: 
— Farewel—Remeniber thou'rt all mine. 
Cel. What have I elſe of Joy to think upon? 
— G0o—-g0—-epart. | 
Bel}, I will — but *tis as Miſers part with Gold, 
Or People full of Health depart from Life. 
Friend, Go, Siſter, to your Bed, and dream of him. 
Ex. Cel. and Nurſe, © 
Bell. Whilſt I prepare to meet this Fop to fight him. 
Friend, Hang him, he'll ne'er meet theez to beat a 
Watch, or kick a Drawer, or batter Windows, is the 
higheſt pitch of Valour he e'er arriy'd to. 

Bell, However I'll expect him, leſt he be fool-hardy 
enough to keep his Word. | 
Friend, Shall I wait on thee? 


Bell. No, no, there's no need of tha: Good - mor- 
row, my beſt Friend. 


Friend. But e er you go, my deareſt Friend and Brother, 
Now you are ſure of all the Joys you wiſh 


From Heaven, do not forgetful grow of that great Truſt 
I gave you of all mine; but, like a Fri 


Alliſt me in my great Concern of Love 
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' You know how long I have ador'd that Maid; 


A As mighty and tyrannick; yet ſhe has Goodneſs, 


When once her Pride's o'ercome. I have the Honour 


But it muſt needs be you, by what ſhe ſaid. 


| Go, and be careful of my Intereſt there, 


5 mortify d witin this ſame thought of Fighting, that 1 ſhall en. 
hardly think of Womankind again, PE: | 


Exerciſe in a Morning. 


* 


Wich fair Diana, your lovely Couſin. 


But ſtill her haughty Pride repell'd my-Flame, 
And all its fierce Efforts. 1 
- Bell. She has a Spirit equal to her Beauty, 


And 1 believe enough inclin'd to Love, 


To be the Confident of all her Thoughts: 
And to augment thy Hopes, tis not long ſince 
She did with Sighs confeſs to me, ſhe lov'd | 
A Man, ſhe ſaid, ſcarce equal to her Fortune: 
But all my Intereſt could not learn the Object; 


This I'll improve, and ſo to your Advantage 
Friend. I nither doubt thy Induſtry, nor Love; 


Whilſt I preſerve thine as intirely here. [Ex. ſeverally. 
_ __ SCENE H. 


Enter Sir Timothy, Sham, and Sharp. | 

Sharp. Good morrow, Sir Timothy; what not yet rea- 
dy, and to meet Mr. Bellmour at Five? the time's paſt, 

Sir Tim, —Ay Pox on't—I han't ſlept to Night for 
thinking on't. | | 

Sham, Well, Sir Timothy, I have moſt excellent News 
for you, that will do as well; I have found ou. 

Sir Jim. A new Wench, I warrant—— But prithee, 
Sham, I have other matters in hand; *Sheart, I am fo 


Sharp. And you were ſo forward, Sir Timothy——— en 
Sir Tim. Ay Sharp, I am always ſo when I am angry; 
had I been but a little more proyok'd then, that we might 
have gone to't when the heat was brisk, I had done well / 


but a Pox on't, thisfighting in cool Blood I hate. Sir 
Sham. Shaw, Sir, tis nothing, a Man wou'd do't for = 
: Sir Tie 


— 
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Sir Tim. Ay, if there were no more in't than Exerciſe; 
a Man cou'd take a Breathing without breathing a Vein 
but Sham, this Wounds, and Blood, ſounds terribly.in 
y Ears; but ſince thou fay'ſt tis nothing, prithee do 
ou meet Bellmour in my ſtead; thou art a poor Dog, 
d 'tis no matter if the World were well rid of the. 
Sham, I wou'd do't with all my Soul but your 
onour, Sir "Wo | 
Sir Tim, — My Honour! *tis but Cuſtom that makes it 
onourable to fight Duels II warrant'you the wiſe 
alian thinks himſelf a Man of Honour; and yet when 
id you hear of an Italian, that ever fought a Duel? Is't 
ot enough, that I am affromed, have my Miſtreſs taken 
way before my Face, hear my ſelf call'd, dull, common 
lan, dull Animal, and the reſt 7-—But I mult after all 
ive him leave to kill me too, if he can——And this is 
our damn'd Honourable Engliſh way of ſhewing a Man's 
ourage. 6/7 oh . . | 
Sham, 1 muſt confeſs I am of your mind, and there- 
Pee have been ſtudying a Revenge, ſutable to the Af. 
ont: and if I can judg any thing, I have hit it. 

Sir Tim. Haſt thou? dear Sham, out with it. | 
Sham, Why Sir—what think you of debauching his 
{ter ? | | | 
Sir Tim. Why, is there ſuch a thing in Nature? 

Sham, You know he has a Siſter, Sir. * 
Sic Tim. Yes, rich, and fair. e 
Sham. Boch, or ſhe were not worthy of your Revenge. 
Sir Tim. Oh, how I love Revenge, that bas a double 
ealure in i and where is this fine piece of 
emptation? | 

Sham, In being, Sir — but Sharp here, and I, have 
en at ſome coſt in finding her out. 4 Wo 
Sir Tim, Ye ſhall be oyerpaid—there's Gold, my, little 
aquere=——but ſhe's very handſom ?. 8 
Sharp, As a Goddeſs, Sir, ; 4 

Sir Tim, And art thou ſure ſhe will be leud? 

Sharp, Are we ſure ſhe's a Woman, Sir? —— Sure 
e's in her Teens, has Pride and Vanity and two 


2 
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three Sins more that I cou'd name, all which never 


— — 
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3 fail to aſſiſt a Woman in Debauchery But Sir, there i 
1 certain People that belong to her, that muſt be conſi dei 
| 100. „ne enn. (33 2022145 (7 ' 8 
= Sir Tim. Stay Sir, &er I part with more Money, 1 
=_ - be certain what returns "twill make me—that is, 1'll (fl 
_— the Wench, not to inform my felf, how well 1 like hi 
= for that 1 ſhall do, becauſe ſhe is new, and Bel/m il 
g Siſter. but to find what poſſibility there is in val 
ing her.—1 am us'd to theſe things, and can gueſs from 
Look, or a Kiſs, or a Touch of the Hand but then 
Warrant, twill come to the knowledge of Betty Flaunt 
_ © Sham. What, Sir, then it ſeems you doubt us? 
| Sir Tim. How do you mean, your Honeſty or Jus 
E | ment? 1 can aſſure you, I doubt both. 
Sharp. How Sir, doubt our Honeſty ! 
Sir Tim. Les why 1 hope neither of you 
tend to either, do you? SEO ©. 
Sham. Why, Sir, what do you take us for Cheats? 
Sir Tim, As errant, as any's in Chriſtendom, © | 
Sharp. How, Sir? m G 9760 1 
Sir 1191, Why how now —— what fly in my Fac 
Are your Stomachs ſo queaſy, that Cheat won't doj 
with you? | 
Sham, Why Sir——we are Gentlemen; and tho ( 
ill Fortune have'thrown us on your Bounty, we areit 


— * 
0 od www. 
— 
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to be term'd e124 
Sir Tim, Why, you pair of Hectors whence 't 
Impudence ?——Do ye know me, ye Raggamuffins! 
Sham, Yes, but we knew not that you were a Coy 
before. You talkt big, and huft where; e' er you can 
like an errant Bully; and ſo long we reverenc'd you 
but now we find, you have need of our Courage, . 


ſtand on our Reputarions, 1 
Sir Tims Courage and Reputation !——ha, ba, h bel 
hy, ye louſy Tatterdemallion. dare ye talk of Coll © 
rage and Reputation: E . at 
Sharp. Why, Sir, who dares queſtion either? 7 


Sharp. Hold, Sir, hold. 2 
Sham. Enough, enough, we are ſatisſy'd. 


Sir 7! 


$1 * a 2 ITY - 
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Sir Tim. So am not I, ye mangy Mungrels, till we have 
ickt Courage and Reputation ouriof e 1 

Sham. Hold there Sir, 'tis enough, "wears du. 
bat you have Courage. 

Sir Tim, Oh, are you ſo ? then it ſhone I was not to be 
feliey'd—I told you I had Courage when J was angry. 

Sham. Ay Sir, we have prov'd it, and will now ſwe ur it. 
But we had an Inclination to try, Sit. 24} / 


* Sir Tim. And all you did, was but to 1 wy Courage, 
wah 1: 1197 
a Sharp. On our te, "IE nothing 4 Sir Timot hy. 


Sir Tim Tho I know ye to be curſed cowardly lying 
Rogues, yet becauſe I have uſe of ye, I muſt forgive ve. 
Here, kiſs my Hand, and be forgiven. 

Sham, Tis an vioour we are proud of, Sir. | 
Sir Tim. Oh is it fo, Raſcallians ? then 1 hops. 1 am 
o fee the Lady without Indentures. 

Sharp. Oh, Lord, Sir, any thing we can a. you: in. 
S ham. And 1 bave brib'd her Maid to bring her this 
orning into the Mall. | 

Sir Tims, Well, let's about it then; for I am for no 


ur 


its? 


7 Fact 


doll 2hting to day —D'ye hear Boy Let the Coach be 
dot ready whilſt I get my ſelf dreſt. 

ho * The Coach, Sir! _ your . Mr Shatte 

are Mas pawn'd the Horſes. / | 


Sir Tim. I had forgot i it A pox on! 16; this tis ta 
ave a Partner in a Coach; by Fortune, 1 es marry 
nd ſet n reg ILE. 


' 


SCENE ng 


Enter Charles Bellmour, and Truſty. 1 

Truſty. Mr. Charles, your Brother, wy young Meſtes 
bellmour, is come, 
Char, I'm glad on't; my Uncle began to be i Unparient 
at he came not, you ſaying you left him but à day's 
ourney behind you yeſterday. My Uncle has ſome thing 
fi importance to ſay to him, I fancy it may be about a 
arriage between him and my Lady Diana. ſuch a 
V hiſper I heard 


3 2 Truly. 


. 788 The Tow For; ar, 
3 Tay. Ay marry Sir, that were a March indeed, ſi 
| " being your Unde's only Heir. TALES) _—_ 
"Char, Ay, but they are Siſters. Children, and too neaſi 
kin to be happy. 
Truſiy. Twere pity my young Maſter ſhou'd be. un hap- 
_—_ in. a Wife; for he is the ſweeteſt-natur'd Gentleman 
But one; Comfort, is, Mr. Charles, you, and your Sift 
Mrs. . will bave your Portions —__ 'd you if lt 
„Marry. ; 
* Char. Yes, chat he can't deny 1 us the very Day aft 
his Marriage. 
Truſty. | ſhall be glad to ſec you all diſpos'd of wel 
but I was half afraid, your Brother would have marie 
Mrs. Celinda Friend love, to whom he made notable * 
in Torkſhire I thought: not but ſhe's a fine Lady, br 
ber Fortune is below that of my young Maſter's, as muc 
as my Lady Diana's is above his But ſee they come 
let us retice, to give em leave to talk alone. [Exeuni 
Enter Lord Plotwell, and Bellmour.. + 
Tord. And well Frank, how doſt thou find thy ſelf i 
clind? thou Thoud'ſt begin to think of ſomething mc 
than Books. Do'ſt thou not wiſh to know the Joys that z 
to be found in a Woman, Frank? I well remember 
thy Age I fancy'd a thouſand five things of that kind. 
Bell, Ay, my Lord, a thouſand more purkige than'a 
to be found 
Lord. Not fo; but I confels, Frank, unleſsthe 
{be fair, and there be ſome Love too, i is not alzogeth 
| ſo well 3 therefore I, who am fill buſy for thy go 
have fix'd upon a Lidy— 
Bell, Ha! | | 
Lord. What doſt ſtart? Nay, I' warrant thee ſhe 
- pleaſe 3 A Lady rich, and fair, and nab 0 and thi 
ſhalt marry her, Frank, | 
Bell, Marry her, my Lord 8a1 
Lord. Why yes, marry her —1 hope, you are ne 
2 the faſnionable Fops, that are always in Mutiny agat 
Marriage, who never think themſelves very witty, | 
 eyhenuhey-rail againſt Heaven and a Wife — But Fri Be 
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Sir TIM TRY TAWDREY.. 29 


. found better Principles in thee, and thou haſt-rthe _ 
tion of a ſober. young Gentleman; thou art, be- 
= a Man of great Fortune, Frank, 
Bell. And therefore, Sir, ought the leſs to be a Slave. 
Lord. But, Franky we are made for one another; and 
ꝛght, by the Laws of God, toi communicate our _ 
ngs. | 
Bell. Si ir, there are Men enough, fitter mord than . 
5 * thoſe Laws ; nor do I think them made for every 


Lord. But, Frank, you do not know what a Wife * 
ave provided for you. 
Bell, Tis enough I know ſtie's a Woman; Sir. 

Lord, A Woman! Why, what ſhould ſhe be elſe? 

Bell. An Angel, Sir, er ſhe can be my Wiſe. 
Lord. In good time: but this is a Mortal, Sir - and 
{ſerve your: turn but, Frank, ſhe is the fineſt 
Bell, I bumbl our Pardon, if 1 tell ou, 
hat had ſhe by bop ſich uch as Heav'n ne'er wade, 
or meant again t'inrich a Woman with, . us 
t cou'd not take my Heart. 

Tard. But, Sir) perhaps you. do not — . 
Bell. Or couꝰ d I, Sir, it cou'd not change my Nature. 

Lord. But, Sir, ſuppoſe it be un Niece Diana. 

Bell. How, Sir! the fair Diana? 

Lord, I thought thou'dſt come about again; 
hat think you now of Woman- kind, and Wedlocx? 

Bell. As I did before, my Lord. 

Lord, What, thou canſtꝭ not think I am in earneſt; 1 
dnfeſs, Frank, ſhe is above thee in point of Fortune, | 
e being my. only Heir but ſuppoſe tis ſhe. 

Bell; Oh Par undone — Sir, I dare not ſuppoſe fo 
| eatly in favour of my ſelf. | 
re no Lord, But, Frank, you muſt needs ſuppoſe. - 

Bell. Oh, I am ruin'd, loft, for ever loſt. 
Lord. What do you mean, Sir ? 
Bell. I mean, 1 cannot marry fair Diana. 
Lord, Death! how's this? 
Bell, She i is a thing above my humble Wilktfemn—ns 
B 2 TLerd. 
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Lord. Is that alt? Take you no car for that; for ſhe 
loves you already, and: I way reſoly d it, which is s bener 


et. 
l Bell. Love me, Sir! I liner fil sb Phy ;! 
And Heav'n forbid that I ſhould: injure; berg) 9115 

Lond. Sir, this is a Put · off: reſolve quickly, or n 
compel you. 

Beil. Lou wou 2d not uſe Extr Extremity; 327 2 489 
What is the Forfeit of my Difobedience ? 7 p04 

Lord, The loſs of all your Fortune, EE 
If you refuſe the Wite 1 have provided 8 
Eſpecially a handſom Lady, be ſhe i is, wt . 

Bell. Oh me, unhappyj? TI dgucae N d 
What curſed Laws provided this Severiry $0 804 

Lord. Even thoſe of your Father's Diſpoſal, wag ſee· 
ing ſo many Examples in this! Jeud Age, of the rain df 
whole Families by impuent Marriages, r 
wiſe for you. —— 

Bell. But Sir, admit Diana be inclin'd, _ 
And 1 (by my unhappy Stars ſo curs d ) 
Should be * to accept the Honou. 

Lord, How, Sir! admit! —I can no more admit, 
Than you can , eee give” me your fa 
Anſwer. 4 

Bell. Sir, can you think a Bleſſing Ser can fall. 
Upon that Pair, whom Intereſt joins, not Love? 
Lord. Why, what's in Diana, that you ſhou'd not loye 
her 1... 

Bell, 1 muſt cook ſhe has a thouſand Virwes, 
The leaſt of which wou'd'bleſs another aan; | WM 
But, Sir, I hope, if I am ſo unlapp/ß/ 0 
As not to loye that Lady, you will pardon me. oi 
Tord. Indeed, Sir, but I will not; love me this Lady, 
and marry me this Lady, or 1 will teach you what it is t0 
refuſe ſuch a Lady. 7 

Bell, Sir, *tis not in my power to obey you. 

Lord. How! not in your pow'r ? 

Bell. No, Sir, I ſee my fatal Ruin in your Eyes, 

And know too well your Force, and my own Miſery. 
— Sir when I ſhall * = who I've e 
or 


ſhe 


er 


wh 


Sir TIxOTHYW Tawprey. 31 
Lord, Who you've married; — By all that's ſacred, if 


at be true, thou art undone for eyer, 
Bell. O hear me, Sir! | 88 
came with Hopes to have found you merciful, -— — 
Lord, Expect none from me: no, thou ſhalt not have 
much of thy Eſtate, as will afford thee Bread ; :. 
y Heay*n, thou ſhalt not. 

Bell. Oh pity me, my Lord, pity my Youth ; 
is no Beggar, nor one baſely born, 


What I have given my Heart to, but a Maid, 


hoſe Birth, whoſe Beauty, and whoſe Education 

erits the beſt of Mann. | 
Lord. Very fine! where is the Prieſt that durſt diſpoſe 
you without my Order ? Sirrahz you are my Slave 
leaſt your whole Eſtate is at my merey — and be- 

Jes, I'll charge you with an Action of 5000 J. for your 

n Years Maintenance: Do you kyow that this is in my 


dwer too? * 
Bell, Yes, Sir, and dread your Anger worſe than 
ath, | e, Wan 
Lord, Oh Villain thus to daſn my Expectation 
Bell, Sir, on my bended Knees; thus low I fall 

d beg your Mercy. 


Lord. Les, Sir, 1 will have mercy 5 * : 


| give you Lodging but in a Dungeon, Sir, 
There you ſhall ask your Food of Paſſers by. 
Bell. All this, I know, you have the Pow'r to do; 
t, Sir, were I thus cruel, this hard Uſage 
ould give me Cauſe to execute it. 
wear a Sword, and I dare right my ſelf; . 
d Heaven wou'd pardon it, if I ſhould kill you - 
it Heav'n forbid I ſhou'd correct that Law, iv 
hich gives you Power, and orders me Obedience, 
Lord. Very well Sir, 1 ſhall tame that Courage, and 
niſh that Harlot, whoe'er ſhe be, that has ſeduc'd ye. 
Bell. How, Harlor, Sir! Death, ſuch another 
Word, -. | 
d thro all Laws and Reaſon 1 will ruſh, 
d reach thy Soul, if mortal like thy Body. 
No Sir, ſhe's chaſte, as are the new-made Vows 
B 4 12 


1 breath'd upon her Lips, when laſt we parted. 


For that bein ng gone, Celinda muit not love me. 


do? 
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Lord, Who waits there ? 
Enter Truſty, and Servants. 

Shall I be murder'd in my own Houſe? 2 
*Tis time you were remov d | 
Go get an Action of 5000 l. enter'd againſt bim, 
With Officers to arreſt him. 

Truſiy, My Lord, tis my young Maſter Bellmour, 

Tord. Ye all doat 1 him, but he's not the Man yo 
take bim for. 

Truſty. How, my Lord! ! not this Mr. Bellmour ! 

Tord. Dogs, obey me. [Offers zo g 

Bell, Stay, Sir—— ob, ſtay hat will become of me 
Twere beiter that my Life were loſt, than Fortune 


But to die wretchedly 

Poorly in Priſon - whilſt 1 can manage this— 
Is below him, that does adore Celinda. U 
In kill my ſelf— but then—I1 kill Celinda. 

Shou'd I obey this Tyrant then too ſhe dies. 

Yes Sir—You may be cruel—take the Law, 
And kill me quickly, twill become your Juſtice. 


Lord. Was 1 call'd back for this? Yes, 1 ſhall tak 
Sir; do not fear. * 1 [Offers — 45 
Bell. Yet, ſtay Sir—Have you loſt all Humanity ? 
Have you no Senſe of Honour, nor of Horrors? 
Lord, Away with him go, be gone. 5 
Bell. Stay, Sir. Oh 9 what is't you'd A n 


[PF 


—Here—1 reſpon my ſelf unto your > wii * 
But Oh Celinda !] what will become of thee? [Wet 
kes, I will marry—and Diana too. 

Lord. Tis well you will; bad L not been good · natur 

now, 

You had been "undone, and miſ'd Diana too. 

Bell. But muſt I marry needs marry, Sir? 
Or loſe my Fortune, and my Liberty, | 
Whit all my Vows are n to another? Aa 


Sir TIMOTHY TAW DRZ I. 23 
Lord. By all means, Sir e : 
Bell, If l muſt marry any but Celinda, 
all not, Sir, enjoy one moment's Bliſs : : 
all be quite unman'd, cruel and brutal; 
eaſt, unſafe for Woman to converſe with, - 
ſides, Sir, I have given my Heart and Faith, 
d my ſecond Marriage is Adultery, 185 ; 
Lord. Heart and Faith, I am glad *tis no worſe; if the- 
remony of the Church has nor paſt, tis well enough. 
Bell. All Sir, that Heaven and Love requires, is paſt. '- 
Lord. Thou art a Fool, Frank, come——dry thy - 
E „ | 
d cena Dliban.=Tiwfty. call in my Niece. 
Bell, Yet, Sir, relent, be kind, and ſave my Soul. 
| 5 | 3 [Ex. Truſty. - 
Lord, No more by Heaven, if you reſiſt my Will, 
make a ſtrange Example of thee, and of that Woman, 
oc'er ſhe be, that drew-thee to this Folly, Faith and 
ws, quothyer. 20 
Bell. Then 1 obey, © © 
= * Enter Truſty and Diana. 0 
= Look ye here, Frank; is this a Lady to be 
ik* 7 — | f 4 * — f 
dme hither, Frank—Truſty,” haſte for Dr. Ticbletext, 
7 Chaplain's not in Town; I'll have them inſtantly 
rried=— Come bither, Diana——yill you marry 
r Coulin Frank Bellmour 2? | | 
Dia, Yes, if it be your pleaſure; Heaven cou'd not 
fall a greater Bleſſing, Aſide. 
ord, Arid you, : Frank, will you marry my Niece + 
ana? | | 
Bell. Since you will have it ſo. 
ord, Come follow me. then, and you ſhall be both 
as'd. 


bell, Oh my Celinda / 


To preſerve thee, what is't I wou'd not de? 
Forſeit my. Heaven, nay more, 1 forfut you, (Exit, * 


By, FCENE 
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S C E N =” IV. The ge, 


Enter Sir Timothy OY Shani; and Shar; 


Sir Tim. Now Sham, art not thou a damn'd I 
Rogue, to make me ſaunter up and down the Mal! A 
this Morning, after a Woman that thou know'lt in tw 
Conſcience was not likely to be there ? g 

Sham, Why, Sir —if = Maid oy be jilcing Whore 
how can 1 75 it?—Sharp, thou know « we preſenteſ 
ver handſomly, and ſhe proteſted ſhe'd do't, * 3 

Sharp. Ay, ay, Sir: Bat che Devil 2 2 Maid we ſay 

= 7 

Sham... Sir, it may be Things have fo fallen out, thai 
he could not ' poſlibly come. 

Sir Tim; Things! a Pox of your Tricks Well, I fa 
there's no truſting a pooy Devil—Well, what Device wil 
your Rogueſhip find out to cheat me next? 

Sham. Prichee help me our. at a-dead lift, Sharp. 

[ Aſod, 

Sharp. Chest you Sir ir ben't reveng gd on th 
She · Counſellor of. the Patching and Painting, this Letter-i 
of Midnight. Lovers, this Receiver of Bribes for ſto]! 
Pleaſures z may I be condemn'd never to make Loye i 
any thing of higher Quality. 

Sir Im. Nay, nag, no threatning, Sharp 3 3 it may be 
ſhe's innocent yet—Give her t'other Bribe, and try wha 


that will do, [Gives him Mone 
Sham. No, Sir, 1 I have no more'to'do with frail WoW 
man, in this Caſez I haye-a ſurer way to do your Bun 
neſs. . | 18 0 P 
Enter Page with a Letter. li 
Sir Tim. Is not that Bellmour's Page? 
Sharp. It is, Sir. bi 
Sir Tim. By Fortune, the Rogue's king for me h 
has a Challenge in his hand too. J 
Sham. Mo matter, Sir, huff it out. t} 
Sir Tim, Prithee do thee buff him, thou kiow'ſt the 
Way on ; th 
Sham! 


Sir TIMO THY TAWD RENT. 35 
Sham, What's your Bus'neſs with Sir Timothy, Sir? 
Page. Mine, Sir, I don t know the Gendemga ; pray 

which is he? 

Sir Tim. I, I, "tis fo=——Pox on him, i 

Shar. Well, Boy, I am he—What— Your Maſter. 

Poge. My Maſter, Six ·— 

Sharp. Are not you Bellmour's Page? 

Page, Yes, Sir. : 

Sharp. Well, your News. 

Page, News Sir? ? I know of none, but of wy, Maſter” s 
being this Morninge— 

Sir Tim. Ay, there it is—behind Sout hampton. Houſe.. 

Page. Married this Morning. 

Sir Tim. How! Married! *Slife, has he ſerv'd me ſo? 

Sham, The Boy is drunk—Beilmour married! 

Page. Yes indeed, to the Lady Diana. 

Sir Tim. Diana ! Mad by — what ens 2 

Page. Niece to the Lord 4 | 

Sir Tim. Come hithet Boy thou furs of this ? 

Page. Sir, lam ſure of it; = I am going to beſpeak 
Muſick for the Ball anon. 

Sir Tim. What haſt thou there—a Letter to the Divine 
Celinda? x 
A dainty Boy— there's Money for thee to buy N 

Page. I humbly thank you. Exit. 

Sharp. Well, Sir, if this be true, Celinda will be glad 


Aſidt 
on thi 
fter-il 

ſtol't 
Ove if 


nay of you again. 

y wha Sir Tim. Ay, but 1 will have none of het—For, look. 
Mone you Sham, there is but two ſorts of Love in this World— 
il WoW Now I am ſure-the Rogue did love her; and ſines it was 


not o marry her, it was for the thing yOu Wot on, as 
pears by his writing to her now—But Jet, 1 will not be. 
lieye what this Boy ſaid, till 1 ſee it. 

Sham. Faith Sir, I have thought of a thing, that may 
both clear your doubt, and giye us a lite Mirth, 

Sir Tim. 1 conceive hee. | 
* 1know y'ace quick of Apprehenſion, Sic 700 
thy 

Sir Tim. O your Servant, dear Sam. hut to let 
thee ſee, I am none of the dulleſt, we are 10 jig it in 
Maſquerade this Eyening, hah. e 


Ty Buli 


ne; It 
v'ſt. the 
Shan 


— & 


þ F ; 2 2 . - ; 
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= Sham, Faith Sir, you have it, and there you may haye 
1 an Opportunity to court Bellmour's Siſter. —_— 
Sir Iim. *Tis a good Motion, and we will follow it; 
1 on to the Duke's Houſe, and borrow ſome Habits pre- 
. ent y. | 
= ye? ORE I' about it, Sir. 

Sir Jim. Make haſte to my Lodging But hark ye— 
not a word of this to Betty Hauntit, ſhe'll be up in Arms 
theſe two Days, if ſhe go not with us; and tho I think 

I. the fond Devil is true to me, yet it were worſe than 
WW || Wedlock, if I ſhould be ſo to her too, | 


Tho Whores in all things elſe the Maſtery get, 
In this alone, like Wives, they muſt ſubmit. 


WOT eee, 
The Street. | 


47x Enter Lord Plotwell, Bellmour leading in Diana, follow'd WM | 
8 |. by Charles Bellmour, Phillis, and other Ladies and M1 
= Gentlemen. {| Muſick plays, till they are all ſeared. i / 
Tord. E RE Nephew, I reſign that Truſt, which 
2 was repos'd in me by your dead Father; 
which was, that on your Wedding- Day 1 ſhould thus — 
make you Maſter of your whole Fortune, you being mar- 
ried to my liking——And now Charles, and you my BW © 
Niece Phillis, you may demand your Portions to morrow, i 
if you pleaſe; for he is oblig'd to pay you the Day after I * 

that of bis Marriage. 

- Phil. There's time enough, my Lord. 

Lord. Come, come Ladies, in troth you muſt take but 
little Reſt to Night, in complaiſance to the Bride and 
1 Bridegroom, who, I believe, will take but little Fran 
| 1 —why Frank— what, baſt thou chang'd thy Humour 
' F+ with tby Condition? Thou wert not wont to W 0 


Muſick play in vain. 
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Bell, My Lord, I cannot dance. | 
Dia. Indeed, you're wondrous fad; 
And I, metbinks, do bear thee Company, 
I know not why; and yet exceſs of Joy 
Have had the ſame Effects with equal Grief, 
Bell. Tis true, and 1 bave now felt the Extremes of 
Lord, Why Nephew Charles — has your Breeding at 
the Academy inſtructed your Heels in no Motion? 
Char, My Lord, Vl make one. 
Phil. And 1 another, for Joy that my Brother's made 
bappy in ſo fair a Bride, | 
Bell. Hell rake your Ignorance, for thinking I am 
happy, The 57, | ; | | 
— W ou 1 wou'd ſtrike me dead, 
That by the loſs of a poor wretched Life 
I might preſerve my Soul But Oh my Error! 
That has already damn'd it ſelf, when it conſented” 
To break a ſacred Vow, and marry here, 
Lord, Come, come, begin, begin, Muſick to your 
Office. [ Soft Muſick, 


Bell. Why does not this hard Heart, this ſlubborn 


Fugitive, | 

Break with this Load of Grief ? but like il} Spirits 
It promis'd fair, till it had drawn mein, 
And then betray'd me to Damnation, 

Dian. There's ſomething of diſorder in his Soul, 
Which I'm on fire to know the meaning of, r 
Enter Sir Timothy, Sham, and Sharp, in Maſquerade. 

Sir Tim. The Rogue is married, and J am fo pleas'd, I 


can forgive him our laſt Night's Quarrel, Prithee Sharp, _ © 


it thou canſt learn that young Thing's Name, tis a pretty 

airy Rogue, whilſt I go talk to her, 
Sharp. 1 will, Sir, 1 will. 
Sh 4. { One goes o take out a Lady. 
Char, Nay, Madam, you muſt dance,  { Dance, 
Bell. J hope you will not call it Rudeneſs, Madam, if 

I refiiſe you here. 

[The Lady that danc'd goes to take out the Bride- 
groom. After the Dance be takes out Sir Timo- 
thy, they walk to a Courant. Aud 


| Falſe, and forſworn 


1 IR TOWN For! , 
Am I till tame and patient with my 7 
Gods ! what is Man, that he can live and bear, 


Yer know his Power to rid himſelf of Grief? 1 
1 will not live; or if my Deſtiny ; | 


Compel me to , it ſhall be worſe than us 


Enter Page with a Table. ook 

Bell. What's this? 
Page. The Anſwer of a Leiter, Sir, you ſent the di- 
vine Celinda; for ſo it was directed. 
 Bell,—Hah—Celinda—in my Croud of Thoughts 
I had forgot 1 ſent—come nearer Bo) 
— WV bat did. ſhe ſay to thee? Did ſhe not ſmile ? 
And uſ&thee with Contempt and Scorn ?—tell me, 

Page. How ſcorn, Sir! 

Bell. Or ſhe was-angry—cal] 4 me perjur'd Villain, 
nay, tell me truth. 


Page. How, Sir? 

Bell. Thou doſt delay me——lſay ſhe 2 and pleaſe 
me. 

Page. Sir! 

Bell. Again—tell me, * M PEG Raſcal, did ths 
fend me? 

Page. You have it, Sir, there in the Table-Book. 

Bell. Oh J am mad, and know not what I do. 


—prithee forgive me, Boy—take breath my Soul, 


Before thou do'ſt begin; for ibis — perhaps, may be 
So cruel kind, 
To leave thee none when thou haſt ended it. 
5 [Opens it, and reads. 


LETTER 


HAVE took in the Poiſon which you ſent, in thoſe | 
few fatal Words, “ Forgive me, my Celinda, I am 
married Twas thus you laid. Ard I have only 
Life to return, .« Forgive me my ſweet Bellmour, 1 am 


dead,” 


CEL I KD A. 
Can 
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Can 1 hear this, and live? I am a Villain! 
In my Creation deſtin d forall Miſchief, 
—To commit Rapes, and Murders, to break Vows, 
As faſt as Fools do Jeſts: 
Come hither, Boy 


And ſaid the Lady nothing to dee ? 
Page, Yes, e'er ſhe read the Letter, ask'd your Health, 


d. And Joy diſpers'd it ſelf in Blaſhes this her Cheeks. 
1 Bell. "Her Beauty makes the very Boy adore i it. 
page. And having read it, 
| She drew her Tablets from her Pocket, 
And trembling, writ what I have brought you, Sir. 
Bell. Tho I before had loaded up my Soul 
Wich Sins, that wou'd have weigh'd down any other, 
Yet this one more it beats, this Sin of Murder; 
And holds out ſtill—— What have I more to do, 
But being plung'd in Blood, to wade it thro ? 
Enter- Friendlove in Maſquerade. 
Friend, There ſtands the Traitor, with a guilty Look,, 
| That Traitor, who the eaſier to deceive me, 
ſhe Betray'd my Siſter ; yet till I came and faw 
| The Perjury; I could not give a Faith tot. 
By Heaven, Diana loves him, nay doats on him, 
I and it in her Eyes; all languiſhing, 
They feed. the Fire in his: arm'd with a double Rige; 
I know I ſhall go thro with my Revenge, 
Sir Tim. Fair Maid 
| Phil. How do vou know that, Sit ? | 
ds Sir Tim, I ſee y'are fair, and l gueſs you're a Maid. 
Phil, Your Gueſs is better than your Eye-ſight; Sit. 
Sir Tim. Whate'er you are, by Fortune, I wiſh yo 
would permit me to love you with all your Faults, | 


eaſe 


oſe | Phil. You? Pray who are you? 

am Sir Tim, A Man, a Gemleman—and more, a Knight 
nly too by Fortune, AN 

am Phil. Then *twas not by Merit, s.. bow ſhalt 


«3 


I know you are either of theſe ? 
Sir Zim. That I'm a Man, the Effets of my vigeious"- 
A. Flame ſhall prove 4 Gemleman, my Coat of Arms 


{ball ceſtify ; and I have the King's Patent for my mn 
Phil. 


an 


| 


— 


Ay 
. on JO - 
hen " 


. 5 
1 
5 Foun. 
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 Þhil. For the firſt you may thank your Youth, for the. 
next your Father, and the laſt your Money. 
Sir Tim, By Fortune, I love thee for thy, Perineſe. ö 
Phil. Is it poſſible you can love at. all? 
Sir Tim. As much as I dare. 
Phil. How do you mean? | 
Sir Tim. Not to be laught at; ® tis not the 1 to 
love much: A Platonick Fop I have heard of, but this is. 
an Age of ſheer Enjoyment, and little Love goes to that; 
we have found it incommode, and loſs of time, to make 
long Addreſſes. 1 
Euter Celinda like 4 Boy. 
Phil. 1 find, Sir, you: and 1 Kal neyer agree upon . 
this matter; 
But fee, here's more Company: | 
Cel. Oh Heaven! 'tis true, theſe Eyes confirm my Fate. 
Yonder he is—and that fair ſplendid Thing, 
That gazes on him with ſuch kind 18 
Is my bleſt Riyal— Oh he is married! 
— Gods! And yet you let him live; 
Live too with all his Charms, as fine and gay, 
As if you meant he ſhou'd undo all eaſy Maids, -. 
And kill 'em for. their Sin. of loving him. 
Wretched Celinda / 
But I muſt turn my Eyes from looking on 
The fatal Triumphs of m Death Which of all theſe - 
Is my Brother? Oh that is he; I know bim 
By the Habit he ſent for to the Play-Houſe. 
And hither he's come in Maſquerade, 
I know with ſome Deſign againſt my Bellmour, 
Whom: tho he kill me, I muſt ſtill preſerve: 
Whilſt I, loſt in deſpair, thus as a Boy 
Will ſeek a Death from any welcome Hand, 
Since 1 want Courage to perform the Sacrifice, 
* one and dances an Entry, and a Jig at the 
end on't. 
Lord. 1 enough at this 0 let's ſee the Bride 
to bed, the Bridegroom thinks it lo 
Friend, Hell! Can 1 endure to ear all this wich pa- 


ience? 
Sball 


On 


de. 
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Shall he depart with Life to enjo x Right, 
And to deprive my S:{ter of her due? 
—— Stay, ſtay, and reſign. 


That Virgin. | 
Bell. Who art thou that dar'ſt Jay a \ Claim to . 


that's here? 


Friend. This Sword mal aufer n Drau. 
Bell. Tho 1 could ſpare my Life, III not be robb'd of 
Its a {Draws 


Dian. Oh my dear Bellmour 1 _ 

[ All draw on Bellmour*s ſid Diana holds Beilmour, 
Celinda runs between their Swords, and d efends 
Bellmour; Sir Tim. Sham, and Sharp draw, and 
run into ſeveral Corners, with ſigns of Fear. 

Friend, Who art thou, that thus ne guard'ſt his. 
Heart? | [To Celinda. 
he gone, and let me meet t. 

Cel. That thou mayſt do thro mine, but no way elle. 

Friend, Here are 100 many to encounter, and I'll de- 
fer my Vengeance. 

Char. Stay, Sir, we muſt not part ſo. 

[Ex. Drawing at the . Dow's that Sir Tim. is 
ſneaking dut _ 

Come back 1 _" Sg | [Pulls in Sir Tim. 
Slave! Doſt thou tremble? | 
Sir Tim. Sir, I'm not the Man you look 1 

By Fortune, Sh m, we're all undone: ä 
He has miſtook me for the fighting Fellow. 

Char, Villain, defend tby Life. 

Sir Tim, Who 1, Sir? I have noquarcel to you, not 
no Man breathing, not I, by Fortune. 

Cel. This Coward cannot be my Brother... Alida. 

Char. What made thee draw upon my Brother ? 

Sir Tim. Who, I Sir? by Fortune Llove him—I draw. 
upon him! 

Char. I do not wonder thou canſt lye, for thou'st a 
Coward ! Didſt not thou draw e 2 ls not thy 

Sword yet out? 
Did 1 4 ſee thee fierce, and active too, as if thou badſt 
dar'd? 


Sir Tim. 


and Maſqueradings I ay—-this was your Plot, Sham. 


And comes to attack me here. — [Turns 10 N 


| Leſt Grief, my Sex, my Bus def mou d betray. Cafes 
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Sir Tim. Why he's gone, Sir; a Pox of all Miſtakes 


Char. Coward | Shew then thy Face. 

Sir Tim, I'll be bang'd firſt, by Fortune; for then Keds 
be plain twas I, becauſe I challeng'd genen, laſt Ni | 
and broke my Alſignation this Morning. | Cafe de. 

Char. Shew thy Face without delay, 8 RN : 

; Sit Tim. My Face, Sir! -I.ptoteſt, by Fortune, *tis not 
worth ſeeing. 

Char, Then Sirrah, you are worth a kicking——take 


— * 


that——and that [Kick: him. 
Sir Tim. How Sir? how? © 
" ChaF; 80 Sir, fo. riet; him again. 
Sir Tim. Have a care, n Fortune, 1 ſhall tight 
with a lite more,—— — | | 
* Char, Take that to raiſe you, _, Ceri) him. 
Sir Tim. Nay chen 1 am angry, and 1 dare fight. 


[T; hey fight . 
Tard. Go, Lat, ſee the Bride to her Chamber. 


| Lex. omen. 
Bell. The Knight, Sir Timothy Tawdrey ;- 887 
be Raſcal miſt me at the appointed place, £1] 


Brave Vouth, I know not how 6 3 ＋ 
I came to merit this Relief from the: 
Sure thou art a Stranger to me, thou'rt ſo kind. 

Cel, Sir, 1 believe thoſe happy ones that know gulf 
Had been far kinder, but I'm indeed a Stranger. 

Bell. Mayſt thou be ever fo to one ſo wretched ; 
F will-not ask thy Name, left knowing ie, 5 
(Em ſuch a Monſter) I ſhould' ruin ther. 

Cel. Oh how he melts my Soul! i cannot day, 


Farewel Sir. 
May you be happy in he Maid you "RI Bs 
[Exit Cel. 

Bell. O doſt thou muck my Griefs? by! Heayen he did. 
Err ſs e 


4 — " 
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akes Enter Charles Bellmour. 


hs 


tw j j 
2 
ide. 


not 


ake 


im. 


vas no Remedy; ; but there's no hurt done on either ſide. 


xpects you. 


Enter Diana. Scene a Bed. chamber. 
Dia. I long to know the Cauſe of gellmour's N 
d Night, and here he comes. 


Char. Shan't we ſee you laid, Brother? 

Bell, Yes, in my Grave, dear Charles; 
ut I'll excuſe that Ceremony here. 

Char, Good Night, and no Reſt to you, Brother: 75 

Ex. all but Bellmour and Diana. 

Dia. Till now, my Bellmour, I wanted Opportunity 
To ask the Cauſe, why on a joyful Day, 

hen Heav'n has join d us by afacred Tie, 5 
Thou droop'ſt like early Flowers with W inter · ſtorms. 
Bell, Thou art that Winter- ſtorm that ni ou Bud x 
All my young ſpringing Hopes, my gay Deſires, | 
he proſpect of approaching Joys of Love N 
hou in a * from me,. 1 O 
\nd in its room, int Nong! 
Haſt given me an eternal Deſperation. 

Dia. Have ye then given me Vows ye can repent of? 

Bell, 1 given ye Vows! be wirneſs, ye juſt Pow' * 
How far I was from giving any Vows :- 
No, no, Diana, 1 had none to give. 

Dia. No Vows to give! 
What were they which unto the Holy Man. 


ain. 


ght 


im. 


% ew 


de. Thou didſt repeat, when I was made all thine ? N be el A 


Bell. The Effects of low Submiſſion, ſuch as Slaves 
Condemn'd to die, yield to the angry Judge. 


el. Dia. Doſt thou not love me then? | 
d. Bell. Love thee | No, by Heaven: yet wiſh 1 were 
; ſo happy, 


For thou art wondrous fair and wondrous good. 
| : Dias. 
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Char. The Rogue took Courage, when he ſaw: chers! 


Lord. *Tis fit ſuch as he ſnou'd be chaſtis'd, that do 
buſe Hoſpitalitys 3 CP come, eres ; the Lady, Sir, 


Bell. Gentlemen, = Night. [[ Exits" 


Enter Bellmour, Lord, Charles, and the reſt. 4 


| 


/ 
' 
' 
| 
' 
| 
| 


And now after a thouſand Expectations, 


| Then to be met thus cola worſe, wich ſeorn.. 


hy daes you could noi Joveme; did you matry me? 


And find no Blewifh ia thy Soul, or e 
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Dia. Oh what a Defeat is here! 


The only Man, who from all Nature's ſtore: 
I found moſt charming, fit for my Deſires z, 


Such as all Maids that love like me do hope, H 
Juſt ready for the higheſt Joys of Love! [Lea 


73 [Afde. 


Bell. Becauſe I was Beaſt, a very Villain! 
That ſtakd a-wretcbed Fortune to all my Joys of Life,. 
And like a prodigal Gameſter Joſt that all. 

Dia. How durſt you, Sir, knowing my Quality, - 
Return me this falſe Pay, for Love ſo true? > 
Was this a Beauty, Sir, to be negleted? _ 

Bell. Fair angry Maid, frown on, frown till you kit, 
And I ſhall dying bleſs thoſe — did ſo. 

For ſhou'd I live, 1 ſhou'd deprive the happier World 
Of Treaſures, I'm too wretched to poſleſs. x 
And were't not pity that vaſt ſtore of Beauty 

Sbou'd, like rich Fruit, die on the yielding Boughs? _ 

Dia, And are you then reſolved to e Ave; me? 

Bell. For ever! for a long Eternity ! | 

Dia. O thow'ſt undone me then; haſt arfound an; 
A Maid more fair, more worthy of by . 227 
Look on me well. 

Bell. I have conſider'd thee, 


Thou art all o'er Divine, yet I muſt hate theez- 
Since thou haſt drawn me to a mortal Sin, 
That cannot be forgiven by Men, or Heaven. 
— Oh thou haſt made me break Cy" Diane,” 
A ſacred folemn Vow; : - 
And made me wrong the ſweetel Lanocence, z 
That ever bleſt the Earth. 
Dia. Inſtead of cooling this augments. my Fite ; - 
No Pain is like defeated new Deſire, _ [ Aſide. 
'Tis falſe, or but to try my Conſtancy. 
Your Miſtreſs is not ſo divine as I, 
And. ſnou'd I, 'gainſt himſelf, believe the Man * 


Sir TIxOrHYTAWDREx. 

Who firſt inſpir'd my Heart with Love's ſoft Flame? 

Bell. What Bliſs on me inſenſibly you throw! 
I'd rather hear thee ſwear, thou art my Foe, 
And like ſome noble and romantick Maid . 
With Poniards wou'd my ſtubborn Heart inyade ; 
And whilſt thou doſt the faithſul Relique tear, 
In every Vein thoud'ſt find Celinda there. : 

Dia. Come, Sir, you muſt forget Celinda's Charms, 
de. And reap Delights within my circhng Arms, 
me? A Delights that may your Errors undeceive, ,.. ; 8 
When you find Joys as great as ſhe can give. 

Bell. What do 1 hear? — is this the kind Relief 
Thou doſt allow to my Deſpair and Grief? 
Is this the Comfort that thou doſt impart | 
To my all- wounded, bleeding, dying Heart? 

VWere [ fo brutal, cou'd thy Life comply 
of To ſerve it ſelf with baſe Adultery?  ... 

For cou'd 1 love thee, cou'd | love again, 5 | 

7 Our Lives wou'd.be but one continu'd Sin: | 


A Sin of that black dye, a Sin fo foul, . 
Twou'd leave no Hopes of Heav'n for either's Soul. | 
| Dia. Dull Man! Doſt th nk a feeble vain Excuſe | 
ne? Shall ſatisfy me for this Night's abuſe ? 
No, ſince my Paſſion thou'ft defeated thus, | 
ue. And robb'd me of my long wiſh'd Happineſs, | | 
| I'll make thee know what a wrong'd Maid caa do, 
Divided 'twixt her Love and Injuries too. I | 
Bell, 1 dare thy worſt; _ 6 F 1 
Shou'd Hell aſſiſt thy Aims, thou cou'dit not find | 
New Plagues, unleſs thou ſhou'dſt continue kind, 
Hard Fate, Diana, when thy Love muſt be | 
The greateſt Curſe that can arrive to me. | 
That Friendſhip which our Infant Years begun, ; 
And till this Day has ſtill continued on, 
] will preſerve; and my ReipeRts ſhal! be 
Profound, as what was ever paid by me: 
| But for my Love, tis to Celinda due, 
da. And I can pay you none that's juſt and true. 
Dia. The reſt 1'd have thee know I do deſpiſe, 
I better underſtand my conquering Eyes; 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe kyes that ſhall reyenge my Love and Shame, 

In kill thy Reputation and thy Name. let 5 
Bell. My Honour! and my Reputation, now! D! 

They both were forfeit, when I broke my Vow, + 

Nor cou'd my Honour with thy Fame decline; 

Whoe'er profanes thee, injures no 17 of mine. 

This Night upon the Couch my ſelf PII 2 

And like Franciſcans, let th' exſoing Day 

Take care for all the Toils it brings with it; 

Whateyer Fate arrives, I can ſubmit. 5 


SCENE, A Stree. 


Enter Celinda, dreſt as before. 

Cel. Not one kind Wound to ſend me to my Grave, 
And yet between their-angry Swords I ran, 
Expecting it from Bellmour, or my Brother's; 

Oh my hard Fate! that gave me ſo much Miſery, 
And dealt no Courage to prevent the ſhock, 
— Why came J off alive, that fatal Place 

Where I beheld my Bellmour, in th* embrace 


Ot my extremely fair, and lovely Rival? 


— With what kind Care fhe did prevent my Aran, 


Which (greedy of the laſt ſad-parting twine) 


I wou'd have thrown about him, as if ſhe knew 
To what intent I made the paſſionate Offer? 
—- What have I next to do, but ſeek a Death 
Wherey er q can meet it——Who comes here ? R 
Ay aſidi. 

Enter Sir Timothy, Sham and Sharp, with Fidlers 

and Boy, | 

Sir Tim, I believe this is the Bed-chamber Window 
where the Bride and Bridegroom lies. 

Sham, Well, and what do you intend to do, if it 
be Sir? 

Sir Tim. Why firſt ſing a Baudy Song, and then bee 
the Windows, in revenge for the Affront was put upon 
me to night, 

Sharp. Faith, Sir, that's but a poor Revenge, and 


which every Footman may take of his Lady, who 5 
turn 


Exit 
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turn'd him away for filching Vou know, Sir, Windows 
are frail, and will yield to the luſty Brickbats; tis an 
Act below a Gentleman 

Sir Tim. That's all one, tis my Recreation; I ſer yd 
a Woman ſo the other night, to whom my Miſtreſs had 
a Pique. . een een eee 

Sham, Ay, Sir, tis a Revenge fit only for a Whore to 


take — And the Affront you receiy'd to Night, was by 


miſtak ee. ©? E ADV vie | 

Sir Tim. Miſtake ! how can that be? 

Sham. Why, Sir, did you not mind, that he that 
drew upon Bellmo r, was in the ſame Dreſs with you? 

Sir Tim, How ſhou'd his be like mine? 

Sham. Why by the fame Chance, that yours was like 
his—I ſuppoſe ſending to the Play: houſe for them, as we 
did, they hapned to ſend him ſuch another Habit, for they 
have many ſuch for dancing Shepherds. 

Sir Tim. Well, I grant it a Miſtake, and that ſhall re- 

rieve the Windows. Fn maT My 

Sharp. Then, Sir, you ſhew'd ſo much Courage, that 
you may bleſs the Minute that forc'd you to fight. 

Sir Tim, Ay, but between you and I, was well he 
kick'd me firſt, and made me angry, or ] had been luſtily 
ſwing'd, by Fortune——But thanks to my Spleen, that 
ſay'd my Bones that bout But then 1 did well=——bah, 
came briskly off, and the reſt. 0 

Sham, With Honour, Sir, I proteſt. $623 
Sir Tim. Come then, we'll ſerenade him. Come, 
Sirrah, tune your Pipes, and ſin | 

Boy, What ſhall I ſing, Sir? | 

Sir Tim. Any thing ſutable to the Time and Place, 


OO 


| I it ifhonChon - 4, 

HE happy Minute's come, the Nymph is laid, 

Who means no more to riſe a Maid. IR 
Bluſhing, and panting, (ne expetts th Approach 
Of Joys that kill with every touch: | 

Nor can her native Modeſty and Shame 1 1 

Conceal the Ardour of her Virgin Flame, II. 


That doſt with ſo much pity ask? 
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17 carry her to "ay own LEN. 
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14.5 N 
And now the amorous \ Tenth i is all undrefl, 
Fuſt ready for Love's mighty Fat; 
With vigorous haſte the Veil aſide he throws, 
That doth all Heaven at once diſcloſe. - 
Swiſt as Deſire, into her nabed Arms 
ee Oy; and rifle; all ber Charms. | 


Good motrow Mr. Bellmour, and to your lovely Bri 1 
ny 1 you live, and love. 8 
| _ Enter Bellmour above, 

Bell. Who i is*t has ſent that Curſe? | f 
Sir Tim. What a Pox is that Bellmour ? The Rogue! F 
in choler, the Bride has not pleas d him. | 
Bell. Dogs! m you upbraid me? I'll be with you 1 
preſently, 8 
Sir Tim. Will you ſo? bur ru not r tay your coming 1 
Cel. But you ſhall Sir. 4 
Bell, Turn Villains! * 
ir Tim. ec. offers to go off, Celinda fps forth ; 
and draws, they draw, and ſet upon her. Enie 
| Bellmour behind them: They turn, and Celindiſ 
ſides with Bellmour, and fights. Enter Diana, 
Bellmour | fights em out, and leaves Celind: 6 
breathleſs, leaning on her Sword. 

Dia. I'll ne'er demand the cauſe of this n 

But take this opportunity to fly 

To the next hands will take me up h 8 here: AF 

Cel. Not yet, my ſullen Heart! } 
Dia. Who's here ? one wounded — Mandi 
Cel. Tis not ſo lucky but who art thou 


Dia. He ſeems a Gentleman handſome and 
young [ Aſide, 
Pray ask no Queſtions, Sir; but if you're what you ſeem, 
Give a Protection to an unhappy Maid. A a 
Do not reply, but let us haſte away. | 
Cel. Hah— What do I hear! ſure tis Diana. 
Madam, with haſte, and joy, I'll lerys you, 


A. | Fortune 
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ne, in this, has done my Sufferings right, 4 
| Riyal's in 8 Power, upon her Wedding - Night. 
LAſide. 
| | [ Exennt. 
Enter Bellmour, Sir Tim. Sham, and Sharp. 
Sir Tim, Lord, Lord, that you ſhould not know your 
end and bumble Servant, Tim. Taudrey — But thou 
pk as if thou hadſt not been a- bed yet. | 
sir Tim. Nay then thou loſeſt precious time, I'll not 
ain the. [ Offers to go. 
Bell, Thou art miſtaken, I hate all Woman - kind— 
Sir Tim. How, how ! 
Bell. Above an Hour hark ye Knight am as 
d, and as debaucht as thou art. | 
Sir Tim. What do you mean, Frank ? 
Bell, To tell a Truth, which yet I never did. 
I whore, drink, game, ſwear, lye, cheat, rob, 
ps hector, all, all I do that's vitious. 


Bride, 


ue; | 
h youlſ 
ak 


forth, Sir Tim, Bleſs me ! 

Enie Bell. From ſuch a Villain, hah ! on 
elinda Sir Iim. No, but that thou ſhould'ſt hide it all this 
Diana, ile. | D 


elind Bell. Till I was married only, and now I can diſſem- 
it no longer——come——let's to a Baudy-Houſe. 

ir Tim. A Baudy-houſe ! What already! | 

is is the very quinteſſence of Leudneſs. 

Why I thought that I was wicked, but by Fortune, 
is daſhes mine quite out of Countenance. 

Bell, Oh, thou'rt a puny Sinner! Ill teach thee 
s (ſo rare) of Sin, the leaſt of them ſhall damn thee,s 
Sir Tim, By Fortune, Frank, 1 do not like theſe Arts. 


ell. Then thou'rt a Foolk—T'll teach thee to be rich 


Sir Tim, Ay, that I like, 
Bell, Look here, my Boys! 


de Writings of 3000 l. a Lear: 

All this I got by Perjury” - h 

Sir Jim. By Fortune, a thriving Sin. | 
Vol. III. - 5 C f Bell. 


old up his Writings, which he takes out of his Pockets.] 
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Bell. And we will live in Sin while this holds out. 


— ̃ — 
Pro —_— me y- 
- 


And then to my cold Home—Coms let's be gone: 
Oh that I ne er might ſee the riſing Sun. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


| Diſcovers Celinda as before ſitting in a Chair, Diana ; 
by her in another, who ſings, = 


1 SONG. 
> oat; 


1 | 
| 
3 | | | Elinda, who did Love diſdain, 
| | For whom had languiſh'd many a Swain, 
: Leading her bleating Flocks to drink, | 
Fi She ſpy'd upon the River's brink 
| | A Youth, whoſe Eyes did well declare 
1 How much he lou'd, but lov'd not her. 
_ 
At firſt ſhe laugh'd, but gaz'd the while, 
#Y And ſoon it leſſen d to a Smile; 
1 Thente to ſurprize and wonder came, 
= Her Breaſt to heave, her Heart to flame; 
= it Then cry d ſhe out, Ah now 1 prove 
Thou art a God, Almighty Love, 
| III. 
She wou d have ſpoke, but Shame deny d, 
And bad her firſt conſult her Pride ; 
But ſoon (he found that Aid was gone, | 
For Love, alas, had lefi her none. "IR 
Oh how ſhe burns, but tis too late, | 
For in his Eyes ſhe reads her Fate. 
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Cel. Oh how numerous are her Charms 

ho ſhall J pay this generous Condeſcenſion ? ? 

ir lovely Maid | 

Dia. Why do you fatter, Sir ? 

Cel. To ſay you're lovely, by your ſelf I 4o not, - 
m young, and have not much conyers'd with deny Wi 
et I' eſteem my Judgment, ſince it knows 

ere my Devotions ſhoud be juſtly paid. 
But Madam, -may I not-yet expect 

o hear the Story, you ſo lately promis'd me? 
Dia, 1 owe'\ much to your Goodneſs, Sir but 
Cel. I am too young, you think, to hear a Secret io 
an I want Senſe to pity your Misfortunes, 
©: Paſſion to incite me to revenge em? 
Dia. Oh would he wereinearneſt'! 
Cel. She's fond of me, and I muſt blow that kame; 
do any thing to make her hate my Bellmour. 
— But Madam, I'm impatient for your Story, 
hat after that, you may expect my Service. 

Dia. The Treatment you this night have given a Fa 
eſſed Maid, enough obliges me; nor need I tell you, 
m nobly born; ſomething about my Dreſs, my Lodks 
d Mien, will doubtleſs do me reaſon. | 
Cel, Sufficiently 
Dia, But in the Family where I was educated, a Youth 
f my own Age, a Kinſman too, I chanc'd to fall in 
de with, but with a Paſſion, my Pride ſtill got the better 
F; and he, I thought, repaid my young Deſires ; But 
iſhfulneſs on his part, did what Pride had done on mine, 
a kept his too conceal'd At laſt my Uncle, who 
ad the abſolute Dominion of us both, thought good to 
jarry us together. 

Cel. Puniſh him, Heaven, for a Sin ſo yu 

And are you married then ? 

Dia, Why'is there Terror in that Word? | 
Cel. By all that's Sacred, tis a Word that kills me, 
0 ſay thou art not; 
nd 1 thus low will fall, and pay thee Thanks, (vel. 
Dia, You'll wiſh indeed 1 were not, when you know 
low very, very wretched it has made me. 


ana i 
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Cel. Shou'd you-be telling me a Tale all day, 
Such as would melt a Heart that ne'er could ſove, 
*Twould not increaſe my-Reaſon for the wiſh 
That I had dy'd e er known you had been married. 

Dia. So many ſoft Words from my Bellmour s mou 
Had made me mad with Joy, and next to that 
| Iwiſh to hear em from this Youth ; 

If they be real, bow I ſhall be reveng'd'! [4fal 
But why at my being married ſhould you figh ? 

Cel, Becauſe I love, is that a Wonder, Madam? 
Have you not Charms ſufficient at firſt ſight 
To wound a Heart tender and young as mine? 
Are you not heavenly fair? Ob, there's my Grief 
— Since you muſt be another's. _ 
Dia. Pray hear me out; and if you love me after, 

Perhaps you may may not think your ſelf unhappy. 
When Night wascome, the long'd for Night, and all 
Retir'd,togive us ſilent Room for Joy— 

Cel. Oh I can hear no more—by Heav'n I cannot, + 
— Here—ſtab me to the Heart—let out my Life, 
1 cannot live, and hear what follow'd next. 

Dia. Pray hear me, Sir | 

Cel. Oh you will tell me he was kind 
Yes, yes—oh God—yere not his balmy Kiſſes 
Sweeter than Incenſe offer'd up to Heayen ? 
Did not his Arms, ſofter and whiter far 
Then thoſe of Jove's transform'd to Wings of Swans, 
Greedily claſp thee round? Oh quickly f peak, 
Whilſt thy fair riſing Boſom met with his; - 

And t ben Oh. then ; | 
Dia. Alas Sir! What's the matter ?—ſit dowyn a while 

Cel. Now—I am well—pardon me, lovely Creature, 
If 1 betray a Paſſion, I'm too young 
To've learnt the Art of hiding; 

l cannot hear you ſay that he was kind. 

Dia, Kind! yes, as Blaſts to Flow'rs, or early Fru 
All gay 1 met him full of youthful Heat: 

But like a Damp, he daſht my kindled Flame, 
And all his Reaſon was he loy'd another, 
A Maid he call'd Celinda. 


— >) 
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Cel. Oh bleſſed Man! | 

Dia, How, Sir ? | 

Cel. To leave thee free, to leave thee yet a Virgins. 
Dia, Yes, 1 have vow'd he never ſhall poſſeſs me. 

Cel. Oh how you bleſs me—bur you til] are married, 
nd whilſt you are ſo. I muſt languiſn | 
Dia. Oh how his Softneſs moves me! [Albus 

But c an all this Diſorder ſpring from Love? 

Cel. Or may I ſtill prove wretched. | 
Dia. And can you think there are no ways 
or me to gratify that Love? 
hat ways am I conſtrain'd to uſe. to work out my Re- 
nge! ; | LAſide. 
Cel. How mean you, Madam ? 

Dia. Without a Miracle, look on my Eyes 
1 nd Beauty which you ſay can kindle Fires; 
She that can give, may too retain Deſires. 

Cel. She'll rain me let me not underſtand you. 
Dia. Look on my Mrongs | 
Vrongs that would melt a frozen Chaſtity, 
hat a religious Vow had made to Heaven: 

And next ſurvey thy own Perfections. 
Cel. Hah 
Dia, Art thou ſo young, thou canſtnot apprehend me? 

air baſhſul Boy, haſt thou the Power to move, | 
„ ad yet not know the Bus'neſs of thy Lore? 
„el. How in an inſtant thou haſt chill'd my Blood, 
nd made me know no Woman can be good? 
T's Sin enough to yield but thus to ſue N 
b leavin tis my Buſineſ—and not meant for o 
. How little Love is underſtood by tbee, 
"T's Cuſtom, and not Paſſion you purſue ; | 
ecauſe Enjoyment ficſt was nam'd by me, 
does deſtroy what ſhou'd your Flame renew: 
ly eaſy yielding does your Fire abate, _ 
nd mine as much your tedious Courtſhip hate. 
ell Heaven ou will hereafter ſacrifice, 


4 
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And ſee how that will pleaſe the Deities, 
be ready Victim is the nobleſt way, 
ger Zeal and Obligations 400 to pay. ä 
C 3 | Cx. 
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Cel. 1 think the Gods wou'd hardly be ador'd, ; 
If they their Bleſſing ſhou'd, unask' d, afford; @ 
And I that Beauty can no more admire, i 
Whene'er I (ue, can yield to wy Deſire. 4 # 

Dia. Dull Youth, farewel : * 
For ſince tis my Revenge that I purſue, n 
Leſs Beauty and more Man as well may do. Offers 1%, 

Enter Friendlove diſgui: d, as one from a Camp, 

Cel, Madam, you muſt not '2o with this Miſtake, 1 

Holds þ 

Friend. Cel ode has inform'd me true Ly ſhe * 
Good morrow Brother, what ſo early at your Devotion 

Cel. O my Brother's come, and luckily relieves me, ua 

Net: [Af 

Friend. Your Orizons are made to a fair Saint. 
——>ÞPray, Sir, what Lady's that? 1 
— Or is it blaſphemy to repeat her Name? F 
——By my bright Arms, ſhe's fair—With what a charni T 
Fierceneſs, ſhe charges thro my. Body to my Heart. . 

Death! how ber ann Eyes give Fire, ul. 
wound ! 7 
And have already. pierc'd my very Soul! 7 
——— May I approach her, Brother ?, ; 

Cel, Yes, if you dare, there's danger i in it tho, g 

She has Charms that will bewitch you: bh 
dare not ſtand their Miſchief” (£4 » 

Friend, Lady, I am a Soldier—yet in my genid k 

Terms | 
1 humbly beg to kiſs your lovely Hande 10 

Death! there's Magick in the Touch. * 
By Heaven, you catry an Artillery in every part. D 

Dian. This is a Man indeed . for my purpoſe. 136 * 

Friend. Nay, do not view me, I am no loyely Objed A 
I am a Man bred up to Noife and War, | F 

And know- not how to dreſs my Looks in Smiles; F. 
Yet truſt me, fair one, I can love and ſerve D 
As well as an Endymion, or Adonis. ole = 
Wou'd you were willing to permit that Service ! D 


Dian, Why, Sir ?—What cou'd you do? 
Friend. Why—I cou'd die for you, 
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Dian, I need the Service of the living, Sir. 
ut do you love me, Sir? | 

Friend. Or let me periſh, flying from a ſingle Enemy. 
am a Gentleman, and may pretend to loye you ; 
nd what you can command, I can perform. 

Dian. Take heed, Sir, what you ſay, for I'm in ear- 
(}, | 
Friend. Command me any thing that's juſt and brave; 
nd by my Eyes tis done. ; 
Dian. I know not what you call juſt or brave; 
ut thoſe whom I do the Honour to command, 
luſt not capitulate, 

Friend, Let him be blaſted with the Name of Coward, 
hat dares diſpute your Orders. 

Dian, Dare you fight for me ? 

Friend, With a whole Army; *tis my Trade to fight. 
Dian. Nay, tis but a ſingle Man, 

Friend, Name him. 
Dian. Bellmour. 

Friend, Of Yorkſhire ? Companion to young Friend- 
ve, that came lately from Italy £ | 
Dian, Yes, do you know him ? | 
Friend, 1 do, who has oft ſpoke of Bellmour ; 

e travel'd into italy together But ſince, 1 bear, 

e fell in love with a fair crue] Maid, 

or whom he languiſhes. 

Dian. Heard you her Name? 

Friend. Diana, rich in Beauty, as in Fortune. 

Wou'd ſhe had leſs of both, and more of Pity; 

nd that I knew not how to wiſh, till now | 
hat I became a Lover, perhaps as unſucceſsful. [Aſide. 
Dian, I knew my Beauty had a thouſand Darts, 

t knew not they cou'd ſtrike ſo quick and home. [Aſede, 
et your good Wiſhes for your Friend alone, 

ſt he being happy, you ſhou'd be undore, 

dr he and you cannot be bleſt at once. 

Friend, How, Madam 

Dian. I am that Maid he loves, and ſhe who hates him. 
Friend. Hate him! 
Dian. To Death. 


ents 
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Friend. Oh me unhappy ! | __ 
Dian, He ſighs and turns away—aml again defeated Wh 

Surely I am not fair, or Man's inſenſible. 1 
Friend. She knows me no. 

And *twas diſereeily done to change my Shape: 

For Woman is a ſtrange fantaſtick Creatvrez 

And where before, I cou'd not gain a Smile, 

Thus I may win her Heart. W117 

Say, Madam, can you love a Man that dies for you? 
Dian, The way to gain me, is to fight with Bell man- 

Tell him from me you come, the wrong'd Diana ; 

Tell him you have an Intereſt in my Heart, 

Equal to that which I have made in yours. 

_— I'll do't 3 1 will not ask your Reaſon, bu 
obey. 5 

Swear e er 3 that when I haye perform'd it, 

You'll render me Poſſeſſion of your Heart. 2 
Dian. By all the Vows that Heaven ties Hearts tog 

ther with, 

I'll be entirely yours. 1 
Friend. And Ill not be that conſcientious Fool, 

To ſtop at Bleflings cauſe they are not lawful; 

But take *em up, when Heayen has thrown 'em down, 

Without the leave of a Religious Ceremony. LA. 

Madam, this Houſe, which I am Maſter of, | 

You ſhall command; whilſt 1 go ſeek this Bellmour. 
Dian. But &er you go, I muſt inform you why 

I do purſue him with my juſt Revenge. 

Friend, I will attend, and hear impatiently. [Exeunt 


SCENE, 4 Baudy Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Driver and Betty Flauntit. 

Flaunt. Driver, prithee call for a Glaſs, that I may 
ſet my ſelf in order, before I go up; for —_ my Knight 
has not been at home all this Night, and I am fo con 
fus'd—— EY 
Enter one with a Glaſs, and two Wenches, | 
Lord Mrs. Driver, I wonder you ſhou'd ſend for my 


when other Women are in Company; you know, A . 
| | thing 
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Wings in the World, 1 hate Whores, they are the pra- 
WS og leudeſt poor Creatures in Nature; and I wou'd not, 
or any thing, Sir Timothy ſhou'd know that I keep Com- 
any, twere enough to loſe him. a 
Mrs. Driv. Truly Mrs. Flauntit, this young Squire 
hat you were ſent to for, has two or three Perſons more 
ith him that muſt be accommodated ioo. 
Flaunt. Driver, tho I do recreate my ſelſ a little 
ometimes, yet you know I value my Reputation and 
onour. | 0 156K Hh enact 
Jenny. Mrs. Driver, why ſhou'd you ſend for us where 
launtit is? a ſtinking proud Flirt, who becauſe ſhe has 
tawdry Petticoat, I warrant you, will think her ſelf ſo 
uch above us, when if ſhe were ſet out in her own nay 
ral Colours, and her original Garments, wou'd be much 
elow us in Beauty. | jy 
Mrs. Driv, Look ye, Mrs, Jenny, I know you, and 
know Mrs. Flauniit 5 but *tis not Beauty or Wit that - 
akes now-a-days;, the Age is alter'd ſince I took upon 
ie this genteel Occupation: but tis a fine Petticoat, righe - 
Points, and clean Garments, that does me Credit, and 
ikes the Gallant, tho on a ſtale Woman, And again, 
irs, Jenny, ſhe's kept, and Men love as much for Ma- 
ce as for Lechery, as they call it. Oh tis a great Mover 
Joy, as they ſay, to bave a Woman that's kept. 
Jen, Well! Be it ſo, we may arrive to that excellent 
Degree of Cracking, to be kept too one day. 

Mrs. Driv. Well, well, get your ſelves in order to go 
p to the Gentlemen. c ; 
Flaunt, Driver, what art thou: talking to theſe poor 
3 Lord, how they ſtink of Paint and Pox, 
aug E p 
Mrs, Driv. They were only complaining that-you that 
ere kept, ſhou'd intrude upon the Privileges of the 
ommoners. a 2 * bs 97% 
Flaunt. Lord, they think there are ſuch Joys in-Keep- 
g, when J vow, Driver, after a while, a Miſs has as 
Wainful a Life as a Wife; our Men drink, ſtay out 
* ite, and whore, like any Husbands. | 
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-'"'| Driv. But I hope in the Lord, Mrs. Flauntit, your 
no ſuch Man; 1 wover ſaw him, but L hear he's ien 


putation will be crackt at the loſs of a petty Thouſani 


Wine. 


- up all Night, and want a ſmall refreſhment this Mo 


cent CotreQion,” A 
Flaunt. Thou art 1 8 1 can Sos " 
within no moderate Bounds without Blows; but for 
filthy Cuſtom of Wenching, I have almoſt broke hin Wl®* 
that—but prithee, Driver, who are theſe Gentlemen 
Driu. Truly, I know not; but they are young, a N 
d 8 Princes: two of em were diſguis di in maskig a 
Habits laſt Night, but they bave ſent em away = 
Morning, and they are free as Emperors— One of 
has loft a Thouſand Pound at Play, and never re pin © 
it; one's a Knight, and 1 believe his Courage is cool © 
for he has ferreted my Maids over and over to Night 
But "tis the fine, young, handſom Squire that 1 delhi © 
you for. N 
Hlaunt. No matter for his Handſomneſs, le me hb 
. Wat has en "ous i 1 . 
l 
| 8 2 E N E. 4 Chamber, a Table with N 
and Dice. ( 
Enter Bellmour, Sir Timothy, Sham, and Sharp, 
Bell. Dainn i-, give us more Wine. r 8 
Where ſtands the Box and Dice? — Why Sham: 
Sham. Faith, Sir, your Luck's ſo bad, I han't ö 
Conſcience io play longer Sir Timothy a0 you play 


a hundred Guineas, and ſee if Luck will turn. 
Bell. Do you take me for a Country Squire, whoſe] 


you have my Note for it to my Goldſmith. , 
Sam. is ſufficient if it were for ten thouſand. 
. 1 Bell, Why, Sir Timothy Pox on't thou' rt dull, 
are not half debauch d and leud e, give us md 


Sir Tim. Faich Frank, Im a linie mavkiſh with ſiul 


ing Did we not lend for Whores? 


Sir TivoTHY TAWD RET. 59 


Fell. No, I am not in humour for a Wench 
By Heaven I hate the Sex, 5 
All but divine Celinda, * 

Appear ſtrange Monſters to my, 11 and Thoughts. 

Sir Tim. What, art Italianiz d, and loveſt thy own 
Sex ? 

Bell. 'm for any thing that's out of the common 
Road of Sin; I love a Man that will be damn'd for ſome- 
thing: to creep by ſlow degrees to Hell, as if he were 
afraid the World ſhou'd ſee which way be went, 1 ſcorn 

'tis like a Conyenticler—No, give me 'a Man, who 
to be cecrain of's Damnation, will break a folemn Vow 
to a contracted Maid, 

Sir Tim, Ha, ha, ha, I thought thou woud'ſt ER 
ſaid at lea der 'd his Father, or raviſh'd his 
Mother Break a Vow, quoth ye by Fortune, . have 
broke a boufind: | 

Bell. Well ſaid my Boy! A Man of Honour! And 
will be ready whene' er the Devil calls for thee- —80— 
ho — more Wine, more Wine, and Dice, | 

Enter a Servant with Dia and Mine. 
Come, Sir, let me [ Throws and loſes. 

Sir Tim, What will you ſet me, Sir ? 

Bell. Cater-Tray—a hundred Guineas—oh damn the 
Dice—'tis mine—come, a full Glaſs—Damnation to thy 
Uncle, 

Sir Tim, By Fortune, I'll do thee Aft ove tle the 
Glaſs, and Sham, to hee Confuſion to che muty 
Lord. 

Bell, So—now I'm like my ſelf, peofinaly wicked. 
A little room for Life - but ſuch a Life 
As Hell it ſelf ſhall wonder at—Pll have a care 
To do no one good deed in the whole courſe on'r, 
Leſt that ſhow'd fave my Soul in ſpite of Vow- breach. 
I will not die—that Peace my Sins deſerve not. 
I'll live and let my Tyrant Uncle fee | 
The fad effects of Perjury, and forc'd Marriage. 
——Surely the Pow'rs above envy'd my Bliſs z 
Marrying Celinda, 1 had been an Angel, 
80 truly bleſt, and good. - [Weeps, 
vir Tim, 


* 


Sir Tim, Why how now, . Fortune th; 


Rogue is Maudlin——So, ho, ho, ſo ho. 
Bell, The matter ? 


n 
Sir Tim. Oh art awake—What a Devil ail'ſt thou c. 
Frant? | 
Bell, A Wench, or any thing come, let's drinkif 
round, u 
Sham, They're come as wiſht for, y 
Enter Flauntit, Driver, Doll and Jenny na: bd. c 
Bell. Oh damn em! What ſhall I do? 
Yet it would look like Virtue to avoid *em, n 
No, I muſt yenture on Ladies, y'are welcome. p 
Sir Tim. How, the Women ?—Hold, hold, Bell mou, 
let me chuſe too Come, come, unmask, and ſheñ : 
your pretty Faces 
Flaunt. How, Sir Timothy! What Devil ow'd me: 
ſpite, A, ft 2 i 
Sir Tim, Come, unmask, I ſay : 3 willing Wend 9 


would have ſhew'd all in halt this time. 
Flaunt. Wou'd ſhe ſo, e. 
[Pulls off her Mall 


Sir Tim, How, my Betty ! 
Flaunt. This is the Trade you drive, on eternal Foy, 
when I ſit at home expecting you Night after Night, 

Sir Tim. Nay, dear Betty / 

Flaunt. *Tis here you ſpend that which ſhou'd buy ms 
Points and Petticoats, whilſt I go like no body's Miſtre(s 

I'd as live be your Wife at this rate, ſo 1 had: and Val 

in no ſmall danger of getting the foul Diſeaſe by you 
Leudneſs. 

Sir Tim, Victorious Betty, be merciful, and do no 
ruin my Reputation among Friends. 

Flaunt. Your Whores you mean, you Sot you. 

Sir Tim, Nay, triumphant Betty, hear thy poor Timm) 
Flaunt, My poor Ninny, I'm us'd barbarouſly, anc 
won't endure it. | 

Sir Tim, I've won Money to Night, Beity, to by 
thee Clothes hum hum Well faid Frank, to uſe tht 
lutle Jilts, they came for that purpoſe, 


, » ao — 7 wet 


Flaunt 
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Flaunt. The Devil confound him, what a Prize have I. 
F loſt by bis being here—my Comfort is, he has not found 
me out tho, but thinks I came to look for him, and ac- 
cordingly I muſt diſſemble. | | : 

Bell, What's here? A Lady all in Tears! 

Sir Tim, An old Acquaintance of mine, that takes it 
unkindly that I am for Change——Berry, fay fo too, 
you know I can ſettle nothing till Pm marry'd; and he. 
can do it ſwingingly, if we can but draw him in. 

Flaunt, This mollifies ſomething, do this, and you'll 
make your Peace; if not, you Raſcal, your Ears ſnall 
pay for this Night's Tranſgreſſion. 

Sir Tm. Come hither, Frank, is not this a fine Crea- 
ture? 

Bell. By Heaven a very Devil! | 

Sir Ti. Come, come, approach her; for if you'll 
bave a Miſs, this has all the good Qualities of one—go, 

o court her, thou art ſo baſhful 

Bell. I cannot frame my Tongue to fo much Blaſ- 
phemy, as *ris to ſay kind things to her—Pll try my 
Heart tho—Fair Lady—Damn her, ſhe is is not fair— 
nor ſweet— nor good—nor— ſomething I muſt ſay for a 
beginning. Come Lady dry your Eyes: 

This Man de ſerves not all the Tears you ſhed. 
—50— gat laſt the Devil has got the better of me, 
| And I am enter'd. 

Flaunt. You ſee, Sir, how miſerable we Women are 
that love you Men. | 
Bell. How, did you love him? Love him againſt his 
Will ? | 

Flaunt. So it ſeems, Sir. | 

[ 


Bell. Oh thou art wretched then indeed; no wonder if | 
he hate thee Does he not curſe thee ? Curſe thee till 1 
thou art damn'd, as I do loſt Diana. [ Aſide, | 

Flaunt. Curſe me! He were not beſt in my hearing; 
Let him do what he will behind my Back. | 1 
buy What ails the Gentleman? | 
the Bell, Gods! What an odious thing mere Coupling is ! | 

A thing which every ſenſual Animal t 
Can do as well as we — but prithee tell me, i 
Tif 8 
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s there nought elſe between the nobler Creatures? 
Flaunt. Not that I know of, Sir — Lord, he's ye 
ry ſilly, or very innocent, I hope he has his Maidenhead; 
it ſo, and rich too, Oh what a booty were this for me! 


LAſid. 


Bell. Tis wondrous ſtrange 3 
Why was not I created like the reſt, 
Wild, and inſenſible, to fancy all? it; 
Flaunt. Come, Sir, you muſt learn to be gay, to ſing, 
to dance, and talk of any thing, and fancy any thing 
that's in your way too. 
Bell. Oh 1 can towſe, and ruffle, like any Leviathan, 
when 1 begin Come prove my Vigor. [Towſes her, 
Flaunt, Oh Lord, Sir! You tumble all my Garniture, 
Bell, There's Gold to buy thee more 
FPlaunt. Oh ſweet Sir—wou'd my Knight were hang'd, 
ſo 1 were well rid of him now Well Sir, 1 ſwear you 
are the moſt agreeable Perſon. 
Bell. Am 1 ?—let us be more familiar then 
kiſs thy Hand, thy Breaſt, thy Lips and 
Flaunt, All you pleaſe Sir : <7 
1 Bell. A tractable Sinner! [Offers to kiſs hun 
| | Faugh—how ſhe ſmells—had I approach'd ſo near divine 
{ol Celinda, what a natural Fragancy had ſent it ſelf througt 
| all my raviſht Senſes ! | LA ſidi. 
N Flaunt. The Man's extaſy'd, ſure I ſhall take him. 
N Come, Sir, you're ſad. 
| Bell, As Angels fall'n from the Divine Abode, 


And now am lighted on a very Hell!“ 

i" ——- But this is not the way to thrive in Wickedneſs; 
* x mult ruſh on to Ruin Come fair Miſtreſs, 

1 Will you not ſhew me ſome of your Arts of Love? 
i For I am very apt to learn of Beauty — Gods —— 
What is't I negotiate for? — a Woman! 


Bell, Be gone Repentance ! Thou needleſs Goodneſs, 


0 Which if 1 follow, canſt lead me to no Joys. 
Ii | Come 


10 Making a Bargain to poſſeſs a Woman 

| | - Oh never, never! 

| | Flaunt. The Man is in love, that's certain—as I was 

1 ſaying, Sir | 
i 


yas 
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Come tell me the Price of all your Pleaſures, 

Sir Im. Lock you, Miſtceſs, I am but a Country 
Knight. N | 
rer ſhou'd be glad of your farther Acquaintance. 
pray who may that Lady be 

Driv. Who, Mrs. Hlauntit, Sir? 

Sir Tim. Ay ſhe ; ſhe's tearing fine, by Fortune. 

Driv. I'll aſſure you, Sir, ſhe's kept, and is a great Na- 
rity, but to a Friend, or ſo * 5 "16 e 

Sir Tim, Hum kept. pray by whom? 

Driu. Why a filly Knight, Sir, that — 

Sir Tim. Ay, ay, filly indeed a Pox upon her 
a filly Knight, you ſay —— | 

Driv. Ay, Sir, one ſhe makes a very Aſs of. 

Sir Jim. Ay ſo methinks—but ſhe's kind, and will do 
reaſon for all him, 

Driv. Toa Friend, a Man of Quality——or fo, 

Sir Tim. Ay, ſhe blinds the Knight, 

Driv. Alas, Sir, eafily he, poor Cully, thinks her 
a very Saint but when {he's out of the Way, ſhe 


comes to me to pleaſure a Friend, 


Sir Tim. But what if the Fool miſs her? 
Driv. She cries Whore firſt, brings him upon his 


Knees for her Fault; and a piece of Plate, or a new Pet- 


ticoat, makes his Peace again, | 

Sir Tim. Why look you Miſtreſs, I am that Fop, 
that very ſilly Knight, and the reſt that you ſpeak of. 

Driv. How Sir? then I'm undone, fhe's the Upholder 
of my Calling, the very Grace of my Function. 

Sir Tim, Is ſhe ſo? &en keep her to your ſelf then, 
1˙1 have no more of her, by Fortune I humbly 
thank you for your Intelligence, and the reſt. Well 
I ſee there's not one honeſt Whore i'th* Nation, by For- 
tune, 


Enter Charles Bellmour, and Truſty. 
Hark ye Miſtreſs, what was your Bus'neſs here? 
Flaunt, To meet a Rogue | 
Sir Tim, And 1 to meet a Whore, and now we are 
well met, ; 
Flaunt, How Sir ? 
Sir Tim. 
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Sir Tim. Nay, never be ſurpriz'd, for your Intrigues 


are diſcover'd, the good Matron of the Houſe (againſt ber 


Will) bas done me that kindneſs —— you know how to 
live without your Keeper, and fo PI} leave om 
Flaunt. You're too ſerviceable a Fool to be loſt ſo. 


| **[d4fid, 
Bell. Who knows this bold Intruder ? 5 
Char. How, Sir, am I a Stranger to you? But I ſhou'd 
not wonder at it, ſince all your laſt Night's Actions be- 
tray'd a ſtrange depravity of Senſe, | 
Sir; I bave ſought you long, and wiſh I had not found 


you yet, fince both the Place and Company declare, how 


groſly you've diſſembled Virtue all this while. 
Bell, Take hence that prating Boy, 
Char. How Sir You are my elder Brother, yet] 
may be allow'd to do the Bus'neſs that I came for, and 
from my Uncle to demand your Wife. 
Bell. You may return, and tell him that ſhe's dead. 
Char, Dead! ſure, Sir, you rave. [Turns him about, 
Bell. Indeed I do—but yet ſhe's dead, they fay. 
Char. How came ſhe dead ? * 
Bell, IT kilPd her—ask no more, but leave me, 


[ Turns him about again. 


Char. Sir, this is Madman's Language, and not to be 
believed, 1 | 
Bell. Go to yare a ſaucy Boy. 
Char, Sir, I'm an angry Boy 
But yet can bear much from a Brother's Mouth ; | 
Y*aye loſt your ſleep : pray, Sir, go home and ſeek it. 
Bell. Home! I have no Home, unleſs thou mean'ſt 
my Grave, and thither I cou'd wiſh thou wou'd conduct 


me. [ Weeps, 
Flaunt. Pray Heaven this young virtuous Fellow don't 
ſpoil all. 


—Sir, ſha!l I ſend for a Scriyener to draw the Settlement 
you promis'd me ? = 
Bell. Do fo, and II] order him to get it ready, 
Char, A Settlement! On whom? This Woman, Sir? 
Bell. Yes, on this Woman, Sir, eh 
Char. Are you ſtark mad? Know you where you __ 
Betts 


, 
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Bell, Yes, in a Baudy-houſe. 

Char. And this Woman, Sir. 

Bell. A very Whore——a tawdry mercenary Whore ! 
And what of this ? 

Char, And can you love her, Sir? 

Bell. No, if 1 did, I wou'd not gratify her. 

Char, What, is't in Charity to keep her honeſt ? 

Bell, Neither, 

Char. Is your Luſt grown fo hig 

Bell. Take that 
For naming but ſo baſe a thing to me. 

Char, I wear a Sword, but not to draw on Mad. men. 
But ſince y are ſo free, Sir, I demand that Fortune, which 
by my Father's Will y'are bound to pay the day after your 
Wedding-Day ; my Siſter's too is due. 
= Bell, Ha, ha, ha,——Sir Timothy, come hither 
who doſt think this is ? 

Sir Tim. A Fidler perhaps—ler bim play in the next 
Room, 

Bell, No, my Brother—come to demand his Portion 
of me z he ſays I am in leud Company, and, like a | 
Boy, be wou'd correct me. 

Sir Tim. Why this comes of Idleneſs 3 thou mould'ſt 
have bound him Prentice in time, the Boy wou'd have 

made a good ſaucy Taylor. 

Char, Sirrah, y ate A Raſcal, whom I muſt thus chaſ- 
tile, [Kicks him. 
* all drau, god Bellmour ſt and: gr and 
fights with Charles; the Women run dad, 


jones 
t ber 
w to 


* 
ed. 
ou d 


be⸗ ; 
[Strikes bim. 


und 
Ow. 


at | out, Sir Tim, Sham and Sharp ſneak hehind ; 
t Truſty interpoſes. 
. Truſt. Hold, hold, I beſeech you my dear Maſters ! 


Oh what a ſight i is this ? Two Brothers fighting with each 
other! Oh, were my old Maſter alive, this wou'd break 
t his Heart: Oh, Sir, you've kill'd your Brother! 

Bell, Why then his Portion's paid. [Charles is wounded, 

Sir Tim. How kill'd ! Nay, *tis time we departed then, 
| and ſhifred for our ſelves. — Sir Tim. Sham and Sharp. 
Truſt, Oh Sir, ſhall I fend for a Surgeon ? 


Car. 
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Char, No, for a Coach rather, I am not woundeg 
much. 8 bs [Ex, Truſty, 
Bell. How dar'ſt thou truſt thy ſelf alone with me? 
Char. Why ſhould I fear thee? +< 1 tak, 
Bell. Becauſe I'm mad. {QT $161 
Mad as a Tygreſs rob'd of her dear Young. 
Char, What is't that makes you-ſo ? | 
Bell. My Uncle's Politicks, Hell take him for't, 


Has ruin'd me, thou and my Siſter too, 


By marrying me to a fair hated Maid, | y 
When I had plighted all my Faith before. =. 
Enter Truſty, | | 


Truſt, Sir, here's a Coach. Dont 2 n 0 

Char. Come, Brother, will yon go home with me? 

Bell. Home !—no, never to that place thou call'ſt ſo. 
If when I'm dead, thou wouldſt behold thy Brother, 
And take the laſt Adieu from his cold Lips, 
If thoſe ſo perjur'd can deſerve that kindneſs) 
Inquire for loſt Celinda, at whoſe Feet 00 
Thou fhalt behold me fall'n a Sacrifice. 
Till then, I'll let miſtaken Parents know, - +. ©, 
The miſchiefs that enſue a broken Vow. (Ex. ſeverally. 


1 a 
ͤ— — —— a 
* — — 


WET YV. : 
SCENE, C ovent- Garden. 


Enter Betty Flauntit alone. 


8 * ] roſe the wrong way to day, I have had ſuch 
LI damn'd ill luck every way: Firſt, to be ſent for to 
ſuch a Man as this Bellmour, and, as the Devil wou'd 
have it, to find my Knight there; then to be juſt upon 
the Point of making my Fortune, and to be interrupted 
by that virtuous. Brother of his; then to have a Quarrel 
happen, that (before I could whiſper him in the Ear, to 


ſay ſo much as, Meet me here again—anon) forc'd me to 
; quit 
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andes uit the Houſe, leſt the Conſtable had done it for me; 
ruſty, ¶ I chen that filly Baud ſhould diſcover all to my Cully. If this 
be not ill Luck, the Devil's in'. But Driver muſt 


bring matters about, that I may ſee this liberal Squire a- 
gain But here comes my Noddy, I mult. pretend to 
be angry. | | 


Enter Sir Timothy. 

Sir Tim, Lord, Lord, how ye look now, as if you 
had committed no Miſdemeanour: Alas, good Innocent, 
what canſt thou ſay for thy ſelf, thou Renegado thou, for 
being falſe to my Boſom, ſay ? * 

Haunt. Falſe to your Boſom ! You filly impudent 
Sot you——who dares accuſe me? LY 

Sir Tim. E'en your truſty and well-beloyed Friend Mrs. 
Driver the Baud. | 

Flaunt. She | She's an impudent confounded Lyar—— 
and becauſe ſhe wou'd have your worſhipful Cuſtom —— 
ſcandaliz'd me, to breed a difference between us. 

Sir Tim, Ay, if you could make me believe that indeed, 
when ſhe knew not, nor ever ſaw me all the Days of her 
Life before. 5 

Haunt. I know that, Simpleton; but when I went to 
enquire for you by your Name, and told her my Bus'neſs, 
our Amours are not kept ſo ſecret, nor was ſhe ſo dull, 
as not to underſtand how matters went between us. 

Sir Tim. Now tho I know this to be a damn'd Lye, yet 
the Devil has aſſiſted her to make it look fo like Truth, 
that I cannot in Honour but forgive her. 

Flaunt, Forgive me Who ſhou'd forgive you your 
debauch'd Whoring and Drinking ?—marry ye had need 
ſo, you are ſuch a Ruffler, at leaſt if y'are every where as 
you are at home with me No, Sirrah, Iii never bed with 
you more; here I ive ſneaking without a Coach, or any thing 
to appear withal ; when even thoſe that were ſcandalous 
two Ages ago, can be ſeen in Hide-Parkin their fine Cha- 
riots, as if they had purchas'd it with a Maidenhead , whilſt 
I, who keep my ſelf intizely for you, can get nothing but 
the Fragments of your Debauches——T'll be damn'd be-. 
fore Il] endure it. | | 
Sir Tim. Juſt as the Baud ſaid; yet I am mollify'd 


nay 
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nay, dear Bztry, forgive me, and I'll be very good for 
the future, | | | 

Flaunt, Will you fwear to be ſo? 

Sir Tim, Ay, by Fortune, I will. | 
Hlaunt. Come, what will you give me then to be 
Friends? for you won Money laſt Night. 8 858 

Sir Tim. Ay, that's it that appeaſes her higheſt Storms 
eg my Jewel, here's a hundred Guineas to buy fine 
things. 
Haun. Yes, great ſtore of fine things indeed, with 
this piriful Sum; let me feel in your Pockets, and ſee if 
you have no more. [be feels in his Pockets, 

Sir Tim. So, twas well T laid by the reſt, my Peace 
had not been made under every Rag on't elſe; and what 
I was painfully cheating for all this Night, would have 
been laid out at the Mercers and Lacemen in half an Hour. 


Well, are you ſatisfy'd I have no more? N 
Flaunt, Have you ſunk none indeed and indeed, my a. 
Timmy ? | 1 : k 
Sir Tim, No, 1 need not, you fink mine faſt enough, 
I thank ye, | Laa. 
Flaunt. Well, get your felf ready to go abroad with BY » 
me. | [Exit Flaunt, k 
Sir Tim. I have other Matters in hand. now have 
J four hundred Guineas in Bank, which I won laſt Night J 
of Bellmour, which l' make uſe of to debauch his Siſter, , 
with whom I'm damnably in love, and long for the re- ; 
turn ot my two Setting dogs, to bring me News of the 
Game. 4 | | 
Enter Sham and Sharp; ] 
Oh are you come? 
Sham, Ay, Sir, with News worth the hearing; I have 
been diligent, Sir, and got my ſelſ acquainted with the | 
old Steward of the Family, an avaritious Judas, that will | 


betray for Gold, 

Sir Tim, And that we'll furniſh him with—— his Maf- 
ter's Gold, like all other mortal things, muſt return from. 
whence it came. | ; LOW | ; 

Sharp. Not all, Sir; for Sham and Lhave diſpos'd of 
part; | 

Sir Tim. 
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Sir Tim. Indeed you are a little ſnabby. | 
Sham. Ay, Sir, Fools were made to repair the Breaches 
ot us that have Wit enough to manage em. 
Sir Tim. What — the Goldſmith paid the Money at 
ſigbt, without demanding why? 

Sharp, Readily Sir——he's a brave Fellow, and muſt 
not be loſt ſo. | 


he is hot; for I doubt the Humour is not natural, and 1 
fear he may cool, | | 

Sir Tim. But to our Buſineſs, 

Sharp. Ay, Sir, this ſame Siſter of his you muſt have; 
if it be but to put this inſolent Whore Flauntit out of fa- 


Sir Tim. Ay, but art thou ſure there is no danger in this 
— ize ? Shall I not have my Throat cut? and the 
reſt, | 

Sham, We have none of that Italian Humour now- a- 
days, I can aſſure ye; they will ſooner, with a brotherly 
kindneſs, aſſiſt the yielding Siſter to the willing Gallant, 

Sir Tim. A good thriving Inclination, by Fortune, 

Sham, And, Sir, you have all Encouragement ; her 
Brother, you heard, refus'd to pay her Portion, and you 
know the Fate of a handſom young Wench-in this Town, 
that relies on weak Virtue Then becauſe ſhe is in the 
Houſe with her Uncle, this ſame Steward has contriy'd 
matters ſo, to bring you in at the Back-door, her Lodg- 
ings being in the Garden. 

Sir Tim, This is ſomething Oh I'm impatient to 
be with her Well, I muſt in, and make ſome Lye to 
Betty for my Abſence, and be with you preſently, 

| [Exit Sir Tim, 


o Sharp. What Deſign haſt thou in hand ? for I ſuppoſe 
5 there is no ſuch real thing as debauching this Lady. 

l \ Sham. Look ye Sharp, take to thee an implicit Faith, 
r and believe Impoſſibilities; for thou and I muſt cozen 
6 this Knight, 8 
1 Sharp. What, our Patron ? 

A 


Sham. 


Sham. By no means, we mult make uſe of him whilſt i 


your, who manages this Fop intirely. IAfde. 


of 
———  — — — 


1 
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Sbam. Ay Sharp, we are bound to labour in our Call. 
ings, but mum here he comes. 1-0 

| Enter Sir Timothy, 
Sir Tim, Come, let's away, my Lyoneſs begins to roa, 
ou Sharp, go ſeek after Bellmour, watch his Mo- 
ons, and give us notice. „ 
Flaunt. He is gone, and I believe (Flauntit peeping 
out.) for no Goodneſs; I'll after him, and watch him. 
[Exit croſs the Stage, 
Enter Lord Plotwel, Charles, Truſty, and two Servant; 
Lord, In a Baudy-houſe, with Whores, Hectors, and] 
Dice! Oh that I ſhould be ſo deceiv'd in Mankind, be 
whom I thought all Virtue and Sobriety ! But go ſome off 


—— —ñ 


ij you immediately, and take Officers along with you, and: 
I! remove his Quarters from a Baudy-houſe to a Priſon: 
Ii charge him with the Murder of his Wife. | 
I Char, My Lord, when I demanded her, he ſaid indeed 
10 that ſhe was dead, and kill'd by him; but this 1 gueſs was . 
Ll the Effects of Madnefs, which Debauchery, and want. of 
Wi Sleep has brought him to, | Tt 
tk Lord. That ſhall be try'd; go to the Place where 
I Charles has directed you, and do as I command you. h 
i | | : Ex. Servants, 
N —Oh ſweet Diana, in whom I had placd my abſolute WW 
M | Delight, I 
I And gave thee to this Villain, becauſe I wiſh'd thee happy. 
1 And are my Expectations fall'n to this? 
| Upon his Wedding Night to abandon thee, la 
And ſhew his long diffembled natural Leudneſs! 11 
i Char. My Lord, I hope, tis not his natural Temper; lo 
For eer we parted, from a brutal Rudenefs, 0 
He grew to all the Softneſs Grief cou'd dictate. 
Wn - Hetalkt of breach of Vows, of Death, and Ruin, 0! 
0 And dying at the Feet of a wrong'd Maid; ä to 
1 know not what he meant, 
Lord. "ys there's his Grief 5 there is ſome jiking Huſſj 
has drawn him in; but I'll revenge my ſelf on botb. le 
5 Enter Page. oof AS en 
Page. A Letter for your Lordſhip. . 
| if 


Lars 
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| Lord reads. | 

My LORD, | ; 

XS your Goodneſs has been ever great towards me, ſo 
I humbly beſeech you to continue it; and the greateſt 


6% you can give me of it, is to uſe all your Intereſt to 


ado that tye between Bellmour and my ſelf, which with 
uch Foy you knit, I will ſay no more, but as you love 
Life, and my dearer Honour, get a Divorce, or you 
vill ſee both ruin'd in Us 

| Your Diana, 


| [Grues Charles the Letter. 

Lord. A Divorce! yes, if all my Intereſt or Eſtate 
an purchaſe it ſome Joy yet that-thou art well, 
= Char. Doubtleſs her Reaſons muſt be great for this 

Requeſt. | 

Lord. Yes, for ſhe lov'd him paſſionately; when I 
oft told her of my Deſigns to warry 'em together, ſhe 
ould not hide her Joy; Which was one Motive, I urg'd it 
o him with ſuch Violence, 

Char. Perſons ſo near of Kin do ſeldom proſper in 
he Marriaze-Bed. 

Lord. However 'tis, I now think fit to unmarry 'em; 
nd as for him, I'll uſe him with what Rigor 
The utmoſt Limits of the Law allows me. 

Char. Sir, I beſeech you 
Lord. You beſeech me! You, the Brother of the Vile 
lain! that hos abus'd the beſt of all my Hopes! No, 
WW] think 1 thall grow (for his ſake) to hate all that be- 
long to him. ; ö 

Char. Sir, how have I offended ? 

Lord, Yes Sir, you have offended me, and Nature has 
offended me; you are his Brother, and that's an Offence 
to me, * ; 3 
Ghar, Is that a Fault, my Lord? 8 

Lord. Yes Sir, a great one, and I'll have it ſo; and 
let me tell you, you nor your Siſter (for that reaſon) muſt 
expect no more Friendſhip at my Hands, than from thoſe 

that are abſolute Strangers to you: Your Brother has re- 
tus'd you your Portions, and I'll have as little Mercy as he, 


and 


— 
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hy My Comfort is, 1 ſhall die with Grief, and not ſelf 


72 The Town-Foe; or, 

and ſo farewel to you But where's the Meſſenger 

that brought the Letter ? | | ot 
Page. Without, my Lord. Ex. Lord and Pag 
Truſt. Here's like to be a hopeful end of a noble Fam. 


e laſt of ye. = | 2 
Char. No Truſiy, I have not been ſo meanly educated if 
but I know how to live, and like a Gentleman: A 
that afflicts me in this Misfortune, is my dear Siſter Phil 
lis, ſhe's young; and to be left poor in this looſe Town, 
will ruin her for ever. » 
Truſt. Sir, I think we were beſt to marry her out off 
the way. "EN 22 65 
Char, Marry ber ! To whom? who is't regards poalfi 
Virtue ? 
Truſt, For that let me alone; and if you dare truſt hai 
to my Management, II] undertake to marry her to a Mf 
of 2000 l. a Tear; and if it fail, I' be ſure to keep baff 
Honour ſafe. 1 
Char. Prithee how wilt do this? : 
Truſt. Sir, L have ſery'd your Family theſe thirty Year, 
with Faith and Love; and if I loſe my Credit now, II 
never pretend to't more. 
Char. Do what thou wilt, for I am ſure thou'rt honel 
And l'll reſign my Siſter to thy Conduct, 
Whilſt I endeayour the Converſion of my Brother. 


[Exit Charles 
Enter Phillis. | 


Phil. No News yet of my Brother? 

Truſt. None: The Next you'll hear is, that he's un 
done, and that you muſt go without your Portions ; ani m. 
worſe than that, I can tell you, your Uncle deſigns to 
turn you out of Doors, . | 

Phil, Alas! what ſhowd I do, if he ſhou'd be ſo 
cruel > Wou'd I were in Flanders at my Monaſtery again, 
if this- be true. | 

Truſt. 1 have better Bus neſs for you, than telling of 
Beads—No, Mrs, Phillis, you muſt be married, 
Phil. Alas! I am too young, and fad for Love. 

Truſt, The younger, and the leſs Love, the * | 
| it 


Enter Fage. | 

Page, Mr. Traſiy, here's a Gentleman wou'd ſpeak with 

„ he ſays his Name's Mr. Sham. 

Truſt. Gud's me, Miſtreſs, put on all your Holiday 

Woks ; for this is the little Merchant of Love by Retail, 

it brings you the Husband I promis'd you. 
Enter Sham. _ 

ham. Well, Mr. Truſty, I have brought Sir Timothy, 

promis d, he is at the Garden · door. 1 

W7r4/. The beſt time in the World, my Lord's out of 

Way. | 

Shar. But you know our Conditions. | 

Truſt. Yes, that if he marry her, you are to have. all 

> Money that he offers to debauch her. 

Sham, Right. 

Vt. Bring him in then, and I'll civilly withdraw. 

Enter Sham, bringing in Sir Timothy. 

Sir Tim. Well Sham, thou haſt prepar'd all things, and 

re needs no Ceremony, 


an 5-47. None, none, Sir; you may fall down-right to 
IVE Bulineſs. EE (Exit. 
Enter Phillis. 3 
neſt, Sir Tim. ſings, Come, my Phillis, let us improve 
5 Both our Joys of equal Love; 


Whilſt we in yonder ſhady Grove, 

Count Minutes by our Kiſſes. 

hi. What ſort of Courtſhip's this? tis very odd! 

Sir Im. Pox on formal Fops; we have high born 

u generous Souls, and (corn the common Road 
me, let's enjoy, whilſt Youth and Beauty laſts. 

i. What means this Rudeneſs? T'll tell my Brother, 

Sir 7:93, Your Brother! by Fortune, he's ſo leud, that 

uld I be ſo unconſcionable to leave thee a Virgin but 

Night, he wou'd raviſh thee himſelf, and that at 

aper Rates than I deſign to do it. ones 

phil. How dare you talk to me at this rate? 

Sir Tim. Talk to thee by Fortune, I'll play the 

uin with thee, if thou yieldeſt not quick) for 

Ju haſte ſet me all on fire. f : 
8 D Phil. 
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Phil. Defend me, Heaven, from ſuch a Man. 

Sir Tim. Then it muſt defend you from all the & 
for all Mankind are like me, nay, and all Woman 
are, or wou'd be, what I muſt make thee, 

Phil. What's that, a Wenth ? | | 

Sir Tim. Fie, fie, that's a groſs Name 3 no, a 
that's the Word a Lady of Delight, a Perſon of N 
ſure and the reſt ; I'll keep thee, not a Woman of (ll 
lity ſhall be half ſo fine Come, dear Phillis, yl 
Oh, I am mad for the happy bour — come, ſay 
word, *tis but inclining thy Head a little that thus, pu 
Eyes down, and thy Cheeks all Bluſhes, and fetchins 
long Sigh — thus——with——do—what you pleal 
at the end on't——and 1 ſhall take it for granted. | 

Phil. That, Six, you'il never hear me ſay to any 
but a Husband, if I muſt ſay it then. 

Sir Tim. A Husband! it is enough to ſpoil a Man's 
petite, the very naming on't— By Fortune, thou haſt h 
bred with thy great Grand-mother, ſome old Queen Fl; 
berh Lady, that us'd to preach Warnings to young 
ens; but had ſhe'iv'd in this Age, ſhe wou'd have repen 
her Error, eſpecially had ſhe ſeen the Sum that I offert 
Come, let's in, by Fortune, I'm fo yigoro 
ſhall raviſh elſe. 

Phil, Unhand me, or 1'll call out, I afſure you, | 
is not the way to ga'n me, 

Sir Tim. I know there is a way to gain all maj 
Womankind; but how to hit the critical Minute of 
Berjere x | | 

Phil. It is paſt your Politicks at this time, Sir, 

Sir Tim. Til try all ways, and the Devil's in it, if 1d 
bit upon the right at laſt, , [4 
All the ſoft things I've ſaid 

Phil. That a Knight of your Parts ought to fay. 

S'r Tim. Then I have kneel'd—and cry'd, and fw 


and | g Bel 
Phil. And damn'd your ſelf five hundred times. Fri 
Sir Tim. Yet ſtill y'are impregnable I' make Foc 


ther Propoſition to you, which is both reaſonable 
' modifſh—if it prove a Boy——1'll marry yo 
Devil's in't, if that be not fair. | 


* 


- 
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phil. You get no earneſt of me, Sir, and ſo farewel 
you. | [Ex. Phillis. 
Enter Sham. | 
Sir Tim. Oh Sham, 1 am all over fire, mad to enjoy. 
haye done what Man can do (without doing what I wou'd 
o) and (till ſhe's Flint 3 nothing will down with her but 
atrimony—what ſhall I do ? for thou know'ſt I cannot 
Parry a Wife without a Fortune. | 
Sham, Sir, you know the old Cheat; hire a Lay 
aſcal in a Canonical Habit, and put a falſe Marriage upon 
r. 1 
in Sir Tim. Lord, that this ſhou'd not enter into my Cox- 
ab before! haſte then and get one I'll have it 
Pne immediately, whilſt I go after her to keep up my 
me. - [Ex. Sir Tim. 
Sham. And I will fit you with a Parſon preſently, { Ex. 


7 SCENE, A Street. 
: Enter Friendlove diſguis'd as before, 
Fi Friend. I find Diana knows me not; and this Year's 


ſence, ſince I firſt made my Addreſſes to her, has alter'd 
e much, or ſhe has loſt the remembrance of a Man, 
hom ſhe ever diſeſteem'd till in this lucky Dreſs : the 
ice of her Favour is Bellmour's Life. I need not have 
es brib'd for that, his Breach of Faith both to my Siſter 
d my felf, enough incites me to Revenge——He has 
ot yet enjoy'd her, that Bleſſing is reſerv*d for me alone; 
id tho the Prieſt have joyn'd 'em, that Marriage may 
diſannull'd, and ſhe has a Fortune ſufficient to excuſe 
r Other Faults, | 
Enter Bellmour ſad. | 

: Hah! the Man I ſeek——ſo near my Lodgings 
{wo . er ! | 
| Bell, Sir ! 
Friend, Traitor! thou know'ſt me, and my bug neſs. 
Look on this Face, if thou dar'ſt look on him whom 
able ou haſt doubly wrong'd—and draw thy Sword. 

bal. Thou thould'ſt be Friendlove, Brother to Celinda. 


| D 2 Friend. 
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Friend. And Lover of Diana too—Oh quickly dra 
Or I ſpall leave thee, like a Coward, dead. | 
| Bell, No, rather like a Sacrifice, [Offers to enbrace H 
And thou ſhou'dſt be the Prieſt ſhould offer it 3 - 
But that 1 have yet, | 
For ſome few moments, buſineſs for my Life. 
Friend, I can allow no time for buſineſs now, 
My Injuries are in haſte, and fo am I. | 
Bell. Shoud'ſt thou ſtab here a thouſand gaping Won 
Upon this falſe, this perjar'd Heart of mine, : 


It wou'd not part with Life, unleſs *twere laid 4 
Near to the Sacred Altar of my Vows, FT. 
Low at the Feet of wy fair injur'd Wife, - = 


Friend. Ha !'———means he his Wife? {4/8 
Canſt thou repent thy Injuries to her, t 
And leave the reſt of all thy Sins neglected? | 

Bell, Thoſe4 have done to thee, tho foul and ba 

rous, 
May plead the Excuſe of Force—but thoſe to her, 
Not thou, nor I, nor ſhe, or Heay'n can pardon, 

Friend. Heay*ns ! FR” 

My Siſter's Wrongs, and mine, may plead Excuſe, 
But thoſe to her alone can ne'er be pardon'd, 

— This place, Sir, is too open—come with me, 
For I've deſir'd, and now reſolve to kill thee. | 
Bell. And fo thou ſhalt; defenceleſs, I will yield, 
And leave my Boſom open to thy Sword. | 

But firſt conduct me to my Wife; 
For I will ſee her nor can I die unpardon d. 

Friend. See his Wife ! Of whom do you dem 
her. 

Bell. Of thee !==—dar'ſt thou detain me? 

[ Offers to 1 

Friend. Death! how ſhou'd he know ſhe's „ 

mW | 
—Stay, Sir, this way our Buſineſs lies. [ Pulls him art 

Bell. I ask not thine, but mine lies only this way. 

| | [Offers to go in af 


Fr 
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rind. By Heav'n you ſhall not enter here. 
.. I know thou lov'ſt her. 
ls wich Reaſon thou deny ' ſt an Entrance 
one ſo much unworthy to approach her. 
Wrriend. Yes, I do love her, and dare own it too; 
a will defend her from one fo baſe and treacherous, 
gd“. Who dares. deny thy Reaſons? 
riend, Sh' has made me take an Oath, to fight with. 
= thee; | 
Sd cvery Wound my lucky Sword ſhou'd make, 
bad me ſay, was ſent thee from her Hate, | 
ell. Oh I believe thee; prithee tell on, young Man, 
WW: | may die without the aid of Wounds, | 
Wrri:nd. To break thy Heart, know then, ſhe loves an- 
other, | 
d has took back the Vows the made to thee, 
given em to a Man more worthy of em. 
* I credit thee—yet—then by Heay'n ſne's 
falſe! i 
(1 will know, why 'tis ſhe is thus perjur d. | 
| 30 — [Offers to go. 
Nay now——nor Heaven, nor Hell, ſhall hinder me. 
and off, or to the number I'll add one Sin more, 
d make my Paſſage to it thro thy Heart, | 
ind. And fo you ſhall, Sir. 
[They fight, Bellmour difſarms Friend, and runs in. 
Diſarm'd ! by Heav'n you ſhall not fo eſcape 
age that is too juſt here to give o'er, 


an, 


SCENE changes to the Infide of 
Friendlove's Lodgings. | 


Enter Celinda, as before, met by Nurſe, 


Nur. Oh Madam, here's Mr. Bellmour; be has 
unded my young Maſter, who deny'd him Entrance, . 
- come into the Houſe, and all in Rage demands his 
e. 
el. Oh Heav'n! Demands his Wife ! Is that ſad Curſe 
ed to all the reſt Does he then love her? . 

| D.3 Enter - 
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Enter Bellmour with two Swords, 
Nur, Whither do you preſs, Sir? and what's yu 
buſineſs ? | | 
Bell, To ſee my Wife, my Wife, Impertinence 
And muſt I meet with par re but Oppofition ? .. f 
[ Puſhes her roughly au 
Cel. Let him come in. ry ks 
Nur. Marry he lets himſelf in, I thank him. 
Cel. What Man art thou thus cover'd o'er with Horrolf 
Bell. One ſent from Hell to puniſh Perjury ! 
—— Where's this perfidious Fair? this bluſhleſs Maid, 
That has by my Example broke her Vows? > 
A Precedent that Fiends wou'd ſhame to follow. a 
Cel. Who is't you mean, Sir? 
Bell. A thing that has no Name, ſhe is ſo bad; 
One who ſo lately gave her ſelf to me, 
And now is flown into another's Arms: 
One that attacks my Life, for the ſame Sins * 
Which ſhe her ſelf commit; and thinks to live too, 
Yet till ſhe is my Wife, whom I bave injur'd; 
Till when, ſhe was a Saint come lead me to her, 
Tho lhe be falſe as I, yet I'll forgive it. 
[Throws by the Suu 
Cel. Heav'ns ! he repents his Cruelty to her, 
And never mentions me! Ah then *tis time to die. 
And that I may be ſure of Death [4/48 
Well, Sir, 1 will conduct this happy Lady to you | 
Xx. 
Bell. Gods Happy ! whilſt I am wretched, 
hb what an Ague chills my ſhivering Limbs, 
Turns my hot Rage to ſofteſt Love, and Shame 
Were I not here to die here at her Feet, 
1 wou'd not ſtand the Shock of her Reproaches. 
hut yer ſhe need not ſpeak, a Look's ſufficient 
To call up all my Sins to my undoing 


— She comes 0h Heav'n ! ſhe comes 
| Enter Celinda and Diana. 


Luxe penitem Criminals thus with my Eyes s. 
cli , d, a a 8 | 
I bowed Head, for the laſt ſad Blow. Lands 1 
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Cel. Sir, in Obedience to your Commands, 

e brought the Lady. | 
Dia. How! The perfidious Bellmour !” 

e only Object of my Hate and Scorn- | 
Bell, Say on, my angry Deity [Kneels,- 
hilt I thus trembling hear my fatal Doom, 

Ne Sinners, conſcious ne'er to be forgiven, 

Jare not lift my guilty Eyes towards Heaven. 
„c.. Can I hear this, and yet retain my Life? 

Via. Had I but two days ſince beheld this Youth 

us proſtrate at my Feet, I ſhould have thought 
7 ſelf more bleſt, | 
han to have been that Deity he calls me. 
| | Enter Friendloye. 
Friend. Defend me! The Traitor here! And at Diana's 

Feet! | | | 
e fitteſt Altar for my Sacrifice? 

Turn, turn, from what thou lov'ſt, and meet my 


Ke, 
Cel, Oh hold, my deareſt Brother, 
[ Bellmour riſes, and turns about. 
Bell. Nay, now I'm ready for the welcome Sword, 
Ice my Celinda's falſe, and cannot pardon, 
el, Oh do not die with that profane Opinion, 
linda falſe ! or cannot pardon thee ! 
Dian. Stay, generous Sir, my Pity has forgiven him, 
Bel. Thou! Why who art thou Diana? 
ian. Yes, that Diana, | 
Whom, maugre all the Penitence thou ſhew'ſt, 
Wn ſcarce forgive the Injuries thou haſt done her. 
Bell, I ſhew a Penitence for injuring thee ! 
Heav'n, I never cou'd do one, or other; 
that I am is the divine Celinda's, | 
Friend. He's ſtark mad! | LAſide. 
Bell. But ſince ſhe cannot pardon, I can die. 
[Offers to fall on his Sword. 
el. Canſt thou not credit me? She pardons thee. 
eeand enjoy— Diana. | Turns her Face from him. 
Bell. What art thou, who know'ſt her Heart ſo well? 
ov 8 t20u my Riyal ? che bleſſed Youth, to w 
D 4 | She 


She has given her Vows ?—Live, and enjoy, Diana 
— Yes, yes, thou art my Rival, and I'll kill thee. 
Cel. Do, whilſt I meet thy Sword. 
| [Opens her Arms, Diana ftays him; if 
N lets fall his Sword, and gage. 
Bell. Dull — dull Adorer! Not to know my Saint. 
Oh how I have profan'd ! To what ſtrange Idol | 
Was that I kneef'd, - 1 8 
Miſtaking it ſor a Divinity? 
Cel. To your fair Wife Diana. 
Bell. Oh cruel Maid! | 
Has Heav'n deſign'd me any but Celinda ? q 
Dian. Maid! Bleſs me!——did I then love a WomnW 
II am pleas'd thou ſhould'ſt renounce me; make 


And ſet me free from Fetters which I hate. 

Bell, If all our Laws can do't, I will for here 
Ends all my Claim. | [To Celina 

Friend. Was this the Wife you did demand of me? 

Bell, Yes, I had no other. | A. 

Dian. Fair Maid! forgive me all my ſhameful Paſo 
And charge my Fault upon your Beauiy only, 

Cel. Excellent Creature! I ſhou'd ſue for that, 
Which my Deceit will never make me hope. | 

Bell. And art thou true to Love, and all thy Vows? 
Whilſt I to fave my Fortune * 
(That only which cou'd make me merit thee) 

Gave my unwilling Hand to this fair noble Maid. 
Ah Friendlove, when thou hear'ſt my Story told, 
Thou wilt forgive, and pity me. 4 
Dian, What was't you ſaid, Sir? Friendlove ! 
Friend, Yes, Madam, 1 hope the Name can make 
diff rence; - | 
Or hate that ſtil], ſo you but love the Man. 

Dian. Tho I'm again defeated, yet this Jaſt 
Proves leaſt offenſive ; nor ſhall an empty Word 
Alter my fix*d Reſolves, to love you ſtill. | 

Friend. Then I am bleſt 975 

Bell. But yet the Office of the Prieſt has paſt? 
What Remedy for tha? 


2 | Dia 


-2z 
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Dian. My Uncle's Pow'r, the Nearneſs of our Blood, 
ue Contradiction of our Circumſtances, 
Bell. And above all that, my Contract with Celinda. 
uetninks 1 feel a Joy ſpread o'er my Heart, 
oe bleſſed Omen of approaching Happineſs, 
int. C.. 1 do believe thee ; for by Sywpatby, | 
Wine takes new Fire and Hope, - | 
Dian. I have already writ to my Uncle, and the Meſ- 
Wnger aſſur'd me, he would gratify my Deſires; that 
dne I will be yours, 7 [To Friendlove. - 
ell. But why thus dreſt ? it might have led my Rage, 
of Deſpair and Jealouſy to have hurt thee. 
Cel, Sir, when the Letter came of your being married, 
W will not tell you all the Effects it had 
pon my deſperate Soul; 
Nut this I know, I had reſoly'd to die, 
Mut firſt to ſee you. Your Page inform'd the Nurſe - 
e that had paſt, of the laſt Night's Ball 
nd much concern d, ſhe got this Habit * me, 
Ind inform'd me how *twas I was to act, 
nd _— Brother (deſcribing his Dreſs) was gone . 
ore. . a 
lis made me haſte, left e er I came 
Wis Rage had done the Buſineſs which it went for. 
Friend, And ſo it had, hadſt thou not hinder'd me; 
or I, Sir, was the Man who drew on you. 
Bell. And was it thou that didſt defend my Heart, 
bat 1 might live to pay thy Goodneſs back? 
Cel. It was to fave your Life, and to expoſe my own. 
bia. Come, let's in, and conſult what's beſt for us to 


Bell, Come my Celinda. 

et us no longer doubt, the Pow'rs above : 

ill be propitious to united Love. [ Ex. Cel. 
Enter Servant. | | 

Serv. Sir, my Lord Plotwel is at the Door in his 

och. Das: 8 

Dian. My Unele come! Sir, we will not doubt our 

Fortune. ny 
uthow came he to know of my being here? 


ah 
| D 5 Serv. 
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Serv, Madam, I fear he follow'd me after 1 had oli 
him the Letter, * " = 
Enter Lord Plotwel, Charles, Truſty, | 
Lord, Bellmour and Diana kneeling ! 5 
| | I Bel. and Diana u 
—Riſe; the Joy I have to ſee you thus, makes u 7 
reſolve to grant you any thing, and pardon all da 
paſt. a 
Bell, Be not ſo haſty in your Goodneſs, Sir, hn 
Leſt you repent as faſt, 47 
Dian. Sir, we have an bumble Suit to you, | 
Lord, What is it ye can jointly ask, I will not gran 
Dian. By all that Love you ever had for me, 
By all thoſe Infant Charms which us'd to pleaſe you, 
When on your Lap you taught my Tongue that Art 
Which made thoſe dear Impreflions on your Heart, 
Which ever ſince to my Advantage grew, 
1 do conjure you hear me now I ſue, 
And grant the mighty Grace I beg of you. 
Lord, What is it you wou'd ask? | 
Bell, Oh dreſs your Face and Eyes in gentler Looks, 
If you wou'd have us hope for any Mercy. 
Lord. Riſe, and whate'er you ask, II! freely grant, 
Dian. That you'll undo that Knot, that ties us two, 
Zord. How! this Requeſt from thee * who loy'd hi 
- once, ©: 
And wifn'd no good beyond poſſeſſing him. 
Dia. Heav'n has not, Sir, decreed us for each other: 
Something of Fate or Chance mr 


Lord. Too virtuous Maid, I know thou doſt but feig; 
His Wickedneſs has forc'd thee to this change. 

Dian. No, Sir, were he the only Man 
Of kind and good, I neyer wou'd be his. 
And if you ſhou'd compel me, I ſhou'd live 
The infamous Reproach of my whole Sex. 

Lord. Well, and you Sir, that are the cauſe of this, 
What canſt thou ſay to move me for thy Pardon ? 

Bell. 1 am ſo guilty in your Opinion, 
My Prayers wou d but make you mercileſs ; 
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. WS only fay Celinda is my Wife, 
e ad 1 ſhou'd injure this too generous Maid, 
Not to adore her equal to her Merit. 
W Lord. I ſee, Sir, you have found your Wits afffin. 
ell, I ſee there's no oppoſing Deſtiny; + | 
and 1 have ſtill ſuch tenderneſs for thee, [Jo Dian. 
ces arhat hadſt thou pleaded this Cauſe to me before, 
I ſhou'd have been leſs cruel to him. | 
— Where is that Lady which you ſo admire, 
Whoſe Beauty does eclipſe that of Diana? 
Bellmour goes ous, and brings in Celinda. 

Dian. This, Sir, is ſhe who merits more than I. 
| Lord, She's fair indeed ; here Frank, 

I give thee thy Celinda, whoſe Beauty 

Excuſes all thy Faults of Diſobedien de. 

Bell. Thus low, I thank you for this Goodneſs, Sir, 
J [ Kneels, 

Lord. There only wants the Ceremony of the Law to 

ando what's between you and Diana, if ſhe remain 2 

Virgin. 

Bell. For me, by Heav'n ſhe is 3 

And for the reft, I do not doubt her Virtue. - | 

Dian. You may believe him, Sir; and this alone's the 

Man, in whom I will, or never will be happy. 

Lord. Mr. Friendlove-! J give Conſent to't, he has a 
noble Character; and what he wants in Fortune, has in 
Virtue take her young Man. | 
Friend. Tis ſuch an Honour, Sir, that my Gratitude, 
without the mighty Paſſion 1 have for her, would make 
me ever thankful, | 1 it | 
Lord. This Term, we ſhall make the former Marriage 
void; till then love on, and fear no Frowns from For- 
tune but Nephew —— now I hope your Brother ſhall 
have his Portion, | 
Bell. My deareſt Charles, forgive me all that's paſt, . 
And ſhare the Fortune Heaven has given thy Brother, 

Char, The Joy I have, Sir, to be undeceiyed, is much 
che greateſt Bleſſing Heay'n can ſend me. 
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Enter Sir Timothy, follow'd by Phillis, Sham, Shan 


now wou'd I compound for my 'Life, at any rate, by 70. 


my Knight, and conſequemly eats the Bread out of m 
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Sir Tim. I am putſu d by two” intpartivene Women 
prithee Friendlove, tell em I am gone out at he Bac | 
door, and ſend em away, | 

Lord, What's the News here ? | 

Sir Tim. How 'Celinda here, and Bellmour 01 Ny, 


tune, 

Phil. Sir, this Villain here has abus'd me, and with: 
falſe Marriage has rap'd me of my Honour, 

Bell, How ! 

Sir Tim. My Lord, 1 ſay this young Jilt would hay 
rob'd me of my ſelf and courting her, and enjoyin|f 
her only for a Miſs, would rey me 1 am married 0 
her. 

Flaunt. Sie, I fay, I am dub wron firſt thai 
falſe Knight, who . belong' d A me 8 three 2 
which gives me a right to hin as good as if 1 were mar 
ried to him; who bas now unlaw ally left my Bed, fa 
that of this Gilflurt, who, on the other ſide, dl awa) 


Mouth. 

Bell. What means all this ? 
Speak ſome of ye that know. 

Flaunt. Oh Lord! Who's bere ? The fine Squire? 
| Aſid. 

Truſt. Sir Timothy Tewdrey, 85 , is ee Mrs, 
-Phillis. 5 

Sir Tim, How can that be a Marriage, when he who 
join'd us, was but a hired Fellow, drefs'd like a Parſon! Wl 

Treft, Sir, *rwas Parſon Ticklerext that marry'd em. 

Sir Tim. Oh what a damn'd lying Pimp is Si 1 | 
Sham, didſt thou not hire a Fellow, (becauſe I was dam. 
nably i in Love, and in haſte) to marry us, that was no 
Parſon ? 

Sham. Why roly Sir—— did d go to hire ſucha 
one 

Sir Tim. Look ye there now. 


Sham 


ham. 
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Sham, But cou'd meet with none; and becauſe you 
ſaid you ſhou'd die if you enjoy'd her not preſently, and 
that ſhe would not yield on any other Terms, but thoſe 
of Marriage, I een brought the Parſon that Traſy had 
provided for yOu. 
Sir Tim. Oh Villain, to betray me! and for no Re- 
ward! i 
Truſt. Yes indeed, Sir, the four hundred Guineas you 


left behind. my young Miftre(s's Looking-glaſs fell to his 


ſhare. 
Sir Tim. What's my Money gone! and I am marry'd 


too! 1 


This tis not to uſe to go to Church; for then I might 


have chanc'd to know the Parſon. | 

Bell, Death you Dog! you deſerve to die, for your 
baſe Deſigns upon a Maid of her Quality—— How durſt 
you, Siſter, without my leaye, matry that Raſcal ? 

Phil. Sir, you deny'd me my Portion, and my Uncle 
delign'd to turn me out of doors, and in my Deſpair I 
accepted of him, | 

Flaunt. Married! and to a Wife of no Fortune! that's 
the worſt part on't—what ſhall 1 do? | 

Bell, Renounce this leud Fool, and T']] make thee a 
Fortune ſuitable to thy Quality. 

Sir Tim, Say you ſo! Renounce me, Sir! I'd have 
you to know 1 merit her: And as for Leudneſs, I name 


no body, Bellmour ——but only ſome have the Art of 
biding it better than 1-——but for Whoring, Drinking, 


Dicing, and all the deadly Sins that thereupon depend, I 
thank my Stars, I come ſhort of you: And ſince you ſay, 
I ſhall not have your Siſter, by Fortune I will have your 
Siſter, and loye your Siſter, and. lie with your Siſter, in 
ſpite of you. | 


Lord, Well, Sir Timothy, ſince my Niece has done 


amiſs, *tis too late to mend it—and that you may not 
repent, -1'll take care her Fortune ſhall be ſuitable to the 

Jainture you'} make her. | 
Bell, With this Proviſo, that you make no Settlement 
to Miſſes, Sir Timothy am not fo unreaſonable to tie 
jou up from all of that Profeſſion 3 that were to ſpoil a 
. faſtionable 


\ 
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faſhionable Husband, and ſo put you quite out of Fop. 
road. WES | ; 
Tord. This Day we'll ſet apart for Mirth, 
And all muſt make my Houſe their happy home. 
Bell. To thee, Celinda, all my Good I owe, 
My Life, my Fortnne, and my Honour too, 
Since all had periſh'd by a broken Vow. 
Flaunt. What am I like to loſe my Timmy? Can 
thou have the Heart to leave me for ever? I who hay: 
been true and conſtant, to you? 
Sir Tim. Alas! now I muſt melt again, by Fortune 
thou art a Fool, doſt think I wou'd have had her, but 
for her Fortune? which ſhall only ſerve to make the: 


out-flaunt all the Cracks in Tow o—— home and 
expect me, thou'lt have me all to thy ſelf within this Dar 
or two: ö | 


Since Marriage but a larger Licence is 
For every Fop of Mode to keep 4 Miſs. 
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EPILOGUE, 


Spoken by Sir Timothy Tamdrey. 


I 
IR Timothy, Gallants, at laſt is come 
To know his Sentence, and receive his Doom, 
But pray before you are reſolv'd to be 
Severe, look on your ſelves, and then on me; 
Obſerve me well, Iam a Man of Show, 
Of Noiſe, and Nonſenſe, as are moſt of you, 
Tho all of you don't ſhare with me in Title, 
In Character you differ very little. 
| Tell me in what you find a Difference ? 
It may be you u ill ſay, you're Men of Senſe 
But Faith | 
Were one of you 0'th* Stage, and 11 th' Pit, 
He might be thought the Fop, and I the Wit, 
on equal Ground you'll ſcarce know one from tot her; 
We are as like, as Brother is to Brother. | | 
To judge againſt me then wou'd be Ill- Nature, | 
For Men are kind to thoſe they're like in Feature. ? 
Hr Judges therefore I accept you all ; 
By you, Sir Timothy will Hand or fall. 
He's too faint-hearted that his Sentence fears, 
Who has the Honour to be try'd bs Peers. 


— — — — —_—_ > 


THE 


e Re 


K 

82 
40 FJ 
67 
2 


2 


e 25 N 
THE 


FALSE COUNT: 
O R, 


A New Way 
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— — — 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. Smith. 


MR NOW all ye Whigs and Tories of the Pit, 
8 (Te furious Guelphs and Gibelins of Wit, 

; Who for the Cauſe, and Crimes of Forty " One 
So furiouſly maintain the Quarrel on) 
Our Author, as you'll find it writ in Story, 

Has hitherto been a moſt wicked Tory ; 
But now, to th* joy o' Brethren be it ſpoken, 
Our Siſter” s Vain miſtaken Eyes are open; 


And 
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And wijely valuing her dear Intereſt now, 
All-pawerſul Whigs, converted is to you. 
was long ſpe did maintain the Royal Cauſe, 
Argu'd, diſputed, rail d with great Applauſe , 
Writ Madrigals ang Doggerel on the Times, 
And charg'd you all with your Fore-fathers Crimes; 
Nay, confidently ſwore no Plot was true, 
But that fo flily carried on by you : 15 
Rais'd horrid Scandals on you, helliſh Stories, 
In Conventicles how you eat young Tories; 
8 4: Jew did beretofore eat Chriſtian Suckling 3 
And brought an Odium on your pious Gutling: 
When this is all Malice it ſelf can ſay, 
Tou for the good Old Cauſe devoutly eat and pray. 
# Tho this one Text were able to convert ye, 
Ye needy Tribe of Scriblers to the Party; 
Tet there are more advantages than theſe, 
For write, invent, and make what Plots you pleaſe, 
The wicked Party keep your Witneſſes; | 
Like frugal Cuckold-makers you beget d | 
Brats that ſecur'd by others fires 2 ſit. 
Your Conventicling Miracles out- do 
All that the Whore of Babylon &er.knew : 
By wondrous art you make Rogues honeſt Men | 
And when you pleaſe transform em Rogues again. | 
1. To day a Saint, if he but hang a-Papiſt, 
Peach a true Proteſtant, your Saint's turn d Atheiſt : 
And dying Sacraments do leſs prevail, 
| Than living ones, tho took in Lamb's-Wool- Ale, 
Who wou'd not then be for a Common-weal, 
To have the Villain cover d with his Zeal £ 
A Zeal, who for Convenience can diſpenſe 
With plays provided there's no Wit nor Senſe. 
For Wiz's profane, and Jeſuitical, | 
And Plorting*s Popery, and the Devil and all. 
We then have fitted you with one to day, 
'Tis writ as were a Recantation Play; 
Renouncing all that has pretence to witty, 
FToblige the Reverend Brumigham's o City 


- Nb 


VS S ©2090 


go PROLOGUE. 

No ſmutty Scenes, no Fefts to move your Laughter, 
Nor Love that fo debauches all your Daughters. 
But ſhou d the Torys now, who will deſert me, 
Becauſe they find no dry bobs on your Party, 

* Reſolve to hiſs, as late did Popiſh Crew, 8 


By Tea and Nay, ſhe'll throw her ſelf on you, 

The grand Inqueſt of Whigs, to whom ſhe's true. 
Then let em rail and hiſs, and damn their fill, 
Tour Verdict will be Ignoramus ſtill. - 


A © © ty. wp 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 


Don Carlos, Governour of Cadiz, young Þ : 
and rich, in love with Julia, 3 Mr. Smuh, 
Antonio, a Merchant, young and rich, | 
Friend to Carlos, in love with Clara, $ Mr. Wiltſhiree 


but promis'd to Iſabella, 
Franciſco, old and rich, Husband to Julia 

and father to Iſabella, u.. 
Baltazer, Father to Julia and Clara, Mr. Bright. 
Sebaſtian, Father to Antonio, Mr. Freeman. 
Guzman, Gentleman to Carlos, Mr, Underhill. 


Guiliom, à Chimney-Sweeper z. the Falſe? 
Count, / Per Mr, Lee. 
Two overgrown Pages to the Falſe Count, 
Petro, Caſhier to Antonio. 
Captain of a Gally. 
Two Seamen, 
Lopez, Servant to Daltazer- 
Several diſguis'd like Tur ks. 


WOMEN, 


Julia, Wife to Franciſco, young and 
handfom, in love with Carlos * Mrs, Dauii. 
Clara, Siſter to Julia, in love with Anto- 
who. Fulia, Mrs. Petty. 
I/abella, Daughter to Franciſco; proud | 
vain and fooliſh, deſpiſing all Men un- CI Cee 
der the degree of Quality, and falls in N 
love with Guiliom, 9 
Jacinta, Woman to Julia, Mrs. Osborne. 


Dancers, Singers, &c. 


* 
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The Street. 


Enter Carlos, Antonio, and Guzman. 

| N all that's good, I'm mad, ſtak 
„ 

Wea To bave a Woman young, rich, 

fuſt on the point of yielding to my 

1 J 1 po Jielding to my 
Snatcht from my Arms by ſuch a Beaſt as this; 

An old ridiculous Buffoon, paſt Pleaſure, 
Paſt Love, or any thing that tends that way ; , 

IM. favour'd, il}-bred, and ill-qualify'd, 
With more Diſeaſes than a Horſe paſt Service; 
And only bleſt with Fortune and my Falia; 

For him, I ſay, this Miſer, to obtain her, 
After my tedious nights and. days of Love, 

My midnight Watchings, Quarrels, Wounds and Dangers; 

My Perſon not unhandſom 

By Heav'n *twas wondrous ftrange! - 

Ant. And old Franciſco, without the expence of an 
hour's Courtſhip, a Bille:-Doux, or ſcarce a fight of her, 
could gain her in a day; and yet *tis wonder, your For- 
tune and your Quality, ſhould be refus'd by Don Baltazer 
her Father. TREE SE 

Car. A Pox upon't, I went the wrong way to work, 
and courted the Daughter; but indeed my Father, the 
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late Governour of Cadiz, whoſe Eſtate and Honour 1 
now enjoy, was then living; and, -fearing he would not 
conſent to my Paſſion, 1 endeayoured to keep it ſecret, 
tho ſacred Vows had paſt berween us two. . | 


Ant. 


th 


X - w 3 


| Like diſappoimied me, to gueſs and ju 
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Ant, Did ſhe not tell you of this Marriage with old 


Franciſco ? 

Car. The night before, ſhe did; but only by a Letter 
from her Window dropt; which when by the help of a 
dark Lanthorn, I had read, I was ſtruck dead with 


- 


Grief. | { Gives him the Letter, 


Ant, reads.,] Expect fo morrow night to hear I'm 
| dead, ſince the next Sun will guide me 
to a fatal Marriage with old Franciſco. 


Yours Julia. 


Car, Judge, dear Antonio, my Surprize and Griety. 
A- while 1 ſtood unmov'd, thoughtleſs, - and filent, * © 
But ſoon Rage wak'd me to new Lite again; | 
But what I ſaid and did, I leave to raging Loyers, 
ez 
She heard ——and only anſwer'd me 5 Tears, 
Nor could I beg one tender Word from her, 
She ſigh*d, and ſhut the Window 100, and vaniſh'd. 

Ant, And ſhe accordingly the next day was married, 
Car. She was—and 1 have ſince endeavoured all the 
Arts and Ways I can to cuckold him; tis now two 
months ſince the Wedding, and I hear he keeps her as cloſe 
as a Relict, jealous as Age and Impotence can make him. 
She hitherto has been abſent at Sevil, but Expect ation of 
her Daughter in-· aw's Wedding with you has bronght em 
bither.——and, 1 ask your Pardon, Antonio, for railly- 
ing your Father · in · law that ſha!) be, old Franciſco. 

Ant, I hope you are miſtaken, Sir. 

: Car. How, are you not to marry his Daughter a- 
ella ? 

Ant. Not, if 1 can help it, Sir. the Honour you 
have done me in your Friendſhip to me, a Perſon ſo much 
above me in Title and Birth, makes me think it my Du- 
ty to conceal no part of my Heart to you, Know 
then this 1ſabella Daughter to old Fanciſco, and your 
Cuckold that ſhall be I hope, is, tho fair, moſt ridicu- 
loaily proud, vain and fantaſtica] ; as all of her Birth and 


Education, grown rich, are. 


Car. Prithee, what was her Birth ? 


Ant. 


— 
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Ant. Why, her Father, old Franciſco, was in his youth 
an Engliſh Cordwainer, that is to ſay, a Shoomaker, which 
he improv'd in time to a Merchant; and the Devil and hy 
Knavery helping him to a confiderable Eſtate, he ſet yy 
for Gentleman; and being naturally a ſtingey, hide-boun 
Raſcal, and in the Humour of Jealouſy even out-doing 
the moſt rigid of us Spaniards, he came over into Spain, 
to ſettle with his whole Family, where his Wife dying, 
to heighten the Vice, marries this young Fulia, your 
Miſtreſs, Sir ;——and now this Daughter of his haying 
wholly forgot her original Dunghill, ſets up for a Viſcoun. 
teſs at leaſt, tho ber Father has deſign'd me the Bleſſing; 
but I have fixt my Heart and Eyes elſe-where, Clara, ue 
young Siſter of your Miſtreſs, Sir, commands my Libery, 


Clar. I've ſeen her, ſhe has Youth and Beauty capable WW 


to make a Conqueſt any where, but does ſhe knoy 
your Love ? | 
Ant. She does, and makes me think my Love return 
Car, Then know, Antonio, I muſt be your Riyal, 
Ant, How, Sir | | 
Car. You ſaid but now you were my Friend, Antonie; 
If true, you muſt aſſiſt in my deſign, 
Ant. 1 liſten, Sir, impatiently. 
Car. Then thus; before I knew ſhe was your Miſtreſs, 
I had reſoly'd upon Addreſſes to her, in order to't, hape 
treated with her Father about a Marriage. s 
Ant, How! and wou'd the falſe, forſworn, receive 
your Vows ? | 
Car. No; but with Tears implores her Father daily, 
whene'er he ſpeaks to her about my Paſſion; nor can! 
undeceive her, for indeed J have but feign'd a Love, (ſhe 
living in the ſame houſe with Julia whilſt here at Cadiz 
to get an opportunity with that dear, charming Creature; 
for, coming as a Brother, ſure they'll admit me kindly; 
nor will Franciſco, who has heard of what has paſt *rwixt 
me and Julia, ſuſpect me any more. | 
Ant, I knew I had a Rival, Sir, whom Clara lovd 
not; but ne'er cou'd get it from her who he was, for feat 
of miſchief: 1 have often the Liberty to ſee her, unde! 


the name and pretence of 1/abella's Lover. 
— * 
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Car. And I viſit her only to get a ſight of Julia, which 


kitherto has been impoſſible, tho J have oft endeayour'd 
it, I beg you'll not be jealous ; for this, by Heav'n, is 
only my Deſign, | 

Ant, Vl ruſt my Life, my Honour and my Miſtreſs in 
ſo good hands at any time. F : 

Car, You oblige me; but tho I find your Clara cold 
and cruel, 1ſabel/a would invite me o her Love, and 
makes ſo many kind advances to me. 

Ant, So would ſhe for your Title, were you deform'd, 
and had no ſhape of Man about you; but me, becauſe a 
little Citizen and Merchant, ſhe fo reviles, calling me baſe 
Mechanick, ſaucy Fellow; and wonders where I got the 
Impudence to ſpeak of Love to her—in fine, I am reſolv- 
ed to be reveng'd on all her Pride and Scorn; by Heav'n, 
1 will invent ſome dire Revenge —l'm bent upon'o 
and will about it inſtantly. | 
n'd Car. And would you do it home and handſomly, and 

have a good occaſion of being diſengaged from her, and 
make her ſelf the inſtrument ? 
10; Ant, Ay, ſuch a Plot were worth the Proſecution. 
Car, And ſucha one I have in my head: Guzman, my 
Servant, knows a fellow here in Cadiz, whom for his 
els, BF pleaſant humour I have oft obſerv'd, as I have paſt the 
ave Streets, but too mean to be convers'd with, by almoſt 
any human thing, by Trade a Chimney- Sweeper. 
eiye Ant. On, Sir, I beſeech you. 

Car. This Fellow's of a quick Wit and good Appre- 
ily, benſion, tho poſſibly he cannot act the Don ſo well, yer 
that which makes up the beſt part of our young Gallants 
the Bi now a-days, he ſhall not want; that is, good Clothes, 
in) Money, and an Equipage, — and a little Inftrution 
ure; will ſerve turn. 

Ily ; Ant, Pm raviſht with the Fancy jet me ſee 
vin he ſhall be an E:g/z/h Lord, or a French Count. 

Car, Either, we'll furniſh him with Bills on Seignior 
od Don Franciſco, Men and Baggage, and the buſineſs 
fear is done he ſhall make Love to her. 
det Ant, Moſt excellent. 


ſpeaking off. 
fetch him to you now, Sir; he always ſtands for ney 
Church -wall. * 


+er of our Party. | 


get an opportunity to ſpeak with Clara. et 


her Fears too, could I but get it to her, 
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Car. Guzman, have you not obſery'd this Fellow I an 
Guz. Obſerv'd him, Sir! I know him particularly, 11 
Imployment with the reſt of his Gang under St. Jag 


Car. Bring him anon to my Lodgings, where wel 
prepare him for the Adventure, | 

Ant. Ard if the proud Iſabella bite not at ſo gay; 
bait, I'll be bound to be married to her. 

Car. And if ſhe do not, ſſibly that may be your Fate 
but in return, you muſt let Clara know the Defign [ 
have, and, undeceiving her opinion of my Love, mak: 


Ant, Truſt my Friendſhip, Sir, and Management, 1 
to her inſtantly, that is, make a Viſit to 1/abella, aul 


Car. And 1 muſt write a Letter to Julia, to undeceij 


Cux. For that let me alone. [Exeunt ſeverally or 


SCENE II. 4 Chamber. th 


Enter Julia and Jacinta, 
1 Fac. Lord, Madam, you are as melancholy as a ſid 
Tarrot. 

Jul, And can you blame me, Jacinta? have I nd 
many Reaſons to be ſad ? firſt have I not loſt the onen 
Man on earth in Don Carlos, that I cou'd love? au 
worſe than that, am married to a Thing, fit only for his 
Tomb; a Brute, who wanting ſenſe to value me, treat 
me more like a Priſoner than a Wife? —and his Pretenc 
is, becauſe I ſhould not ſee nor hear from Don Carlos. 

Fac. Wou'd I were in your room, Madam, I'd «ut 
him out work enough I'd warrant him; and if he dull !“ 
impoſe on me, ifaith I'd transform both his Shape and 
his Manners in ſhort, I'd try what Woman- cou'd 
do. And indeed, the Revenge wou'd be ſo pleaſant, | 
wou'd not be without a jealous Husband for all the World; 


and real'y, Madam, Don Carlos is ſo ſweet W 
| Y 
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Jul. Ay, but the Sin, Jacinta ! 


x 
. 


' ac, O my Conſcience: Heay'n wou'd forgive it ; fs 
1 s match of yours, with old Franciſco, was never made 

re, S- th *; e Sts BY 
+ al. Then if I wou'd, alas what opportunities have TP 


[ confeſs ſince his. firſt Vows made him mine 
Jac, Right—that lying with old Franciſco is flat Adul- 


Jul, I might, with ſome excuſe, give my (elf away to 
rlos—But oh, he's falſe, he takes anjuſtly)all the Vows 
paid me, and gives em to my Siſter Clara now. 

Jac, Indeed that's ſomething uncivil, Madam, if it be 
| r 


Jul. True! my Father bas with joy conſented to it, 


ve has leave to viſit her; and can I live to ſee': ? 
oP, Miſchief will enſue, my Love's too high, too nicely 
e to brook Affronts like that. | ed ure 


Jac. Yet you firſt broke with him. 
Fl. Not I; be witneſs Heav'n with what relu&ancy 
or d my breaking heart; and can I ſee that charming 
dy in my Siſter'si Arms! that Mouth that has ſo oft ſworn 
dre to me kiſt by another's Lips! no Jacinta, that 
dhe that gives him to another Woman, ſhall ſee him 
d between the Charmer's Arms, My Life I hate, and 
en 1 live no more for Carlos, 1'll ceaſe to be at all; it 
reſoly'd. TART 34 ot 

Jac, Faith, Madam, I hope to live to ſee a more comi⸗ 
end of your Amours—— but ſee where your amiable 


on! ouſe comes with Don Baltazer ycur Father, 

r his Enter ' Franciſco and Baltazer. | | 
ten Fan. So you two are damnable cloſe together, 
ene or no goodneſs I'll warrant, you have your trade be- 
| es, ; 

, 1 Fac, Meaning me, Sir? | 

duct WY Fran. Yes you, one of my Wife's evil Counſellors, . 


get you up both io your reſpective Chambers, go 


cou'd : 4 ' [Ex. bot h. 
at, Il. Barring your Compliments, good Son, give me 
ve to ſpeak, ö | 


Vo L. . E. Fran. 


> 


: 
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Fran. Sha, I know as well as your ſelf what you yg 
ſay now you wou'd aſſure me I am ſole Maſter of i 
Houſe: and may command; that you are heartily ga 
ſee me at Cadiz, and that you deſire I wou'd reſoſyeſ 
on a Week's ſtay, or ſo 3 that you'll ſpare nothing 
my entertainment: why I know all this, and there 
pray take my word, good Father - in- Law, without | 
More ado. : ER 
4 Bal. Wel Sir, r me one queſtion, l 
drew you to 1 N | 
Fran. Why, T'll tell you; in the firſt place, a Por 
all Lovers, 1 fay 3 for my Daughter 7/abella is to 
married, as you know, to Antonio, a young rich lg 
chant of this Town; in the ſecond place, my Wife, yi 
a Vengeance, muſt be gadding to viſit you and her Sill 
whom we heard alſo was to be married to the young 6 
vernor Don Carlos; *cis ſhreudly againſt my will Hen 
knows, for my Wits are in an uproar already lv 
this buſineſs——your Gallants, Father, your young (i 
lants,—I wiſh my Wife were ſecure at home again. 
Fran, Alas, 1 ſee the Trick, Sir, a mere Trick | 


— -* 


— 


— 


upon a Man, a married Man, and a married Man ti sf 
handſome young Woman, — you apprebend me, h 
Bal. Not I, Sir. | A 
Fran. Not you, Sir! why look ye, your young F 
vernor who now is, made moſt deſperate love to 
who is now my Wife, d'ye mind me ?-— but you, | Ba 
ing a Man of an exact Judgment, to her great grief, 4 
her to me, who beſt deſerv'd her, both for my civil... 
haviour, and comely Perſonage, d'ye underſtand m 3 
but now this Carlos, by his Father's death, being mi Y, 
Governor, d'ye ſee? is to marry me your other daugl p ; 
Clara, and to exaſperate me, wou'd never let me be 4 ; 
quiet till he had got both of us to Cadiz, to grace! 4, 
Wedding; a Pox of his Invitation, was I fo civil v 
vite him to mine? | Fr, 


Bal. If this be your Affliction, you may avoid it, 
Fran. No, no, I'll try to force Nature a little, 
be civil, or ſo; but as ſoon as the Ceremony! 
: Ws q 
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7, Ti Real ont of Town, whip a way, preſto, 5 faith. 
Bal. But ſhou'd yeu do fo rude a thing to your new 
other, your Wife wou'd think you were jealous of het. 
o, diſſemble that Fault, I beſeech you, will make vou 


oous to her and all the world, when tis needleſs, tis 


race 
il to! 
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tle, 
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tural for Women to hate what they fear. 

Fran, Say you ſo, then I will hide it as much as I 
n in words, I can diſſemble too upon occaſion, | 
Bal. Let her remain awhile: amongſt us. 

Fran. The Devil a bit ſhe ſhall, good Father mine, no, 
„ 1 have more years than you, Sir Father, and under- 
ind what Women are, eſpecially when married to an- 
nt Men, and have the Converſation of young Men 


Whoſe Eyes like Baſilisks deſtroy Modeſty with looking 


em; the very Thought on't has rais'd a Bump in my 
rrehead already. a 


Bal, I am ſorry you ſhould ſuſpect my Daughter's Vir- 


Fran, May be you are, Sir — but Youth you know 

pportunity—Occaſion—or ſo—there. are Winks, and 

das, and Signs, and Twirs—and— well in ſhort I am 

isfed, and they that are not may go whiſtle: and ſo 
to my Wife, whom I have left too long alone, evil 

duohts will grow upon her Wife, Love——Duck- 

— 1 [Calls ber, 

Enter Julia and Jacinta, 

Bal. Wou'd I had never married her to this Sot. 

Jul. Your pleaſure, Sir. 

Fran. Only to ſee thee, Love. 

Jul. J have a Suit to you. 

Fran. What is't, my Chicken. 

Jul. J wou'd go make a Viſit to my Aunt, my Siſter 

ara's there, and I'll go fetch her home. 

Fran, Hum —— perhaps the Governor's there too? 

Jul, What if he be? we ought to make him a viſit 
, Who ſo kindly ſent for us to Cadiz. 

Fran, How! Make a viſit to the Governor? What 

vel to do with the Governor, or what have you to do 

h the Governor ? you are no Soldier, Love. As for a 
ut to your Aunt, there's ſome reaſon in't; but for the 

E 2 Goyernor, 
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| Governor, think no more upon him, I ſay no more, 


ide, and Uncle by the Mother's. ſide there will be; 4 


'yern'd, 


Lord, where are your Wits, . good Father-in-Law? V 


Husband ? Viſit the Governor with a Pox 
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Jul. Since he's to marry my Siſter, why ſhou'd 
refuſe him that Civility. | | 
Fran. Your Siſter, ſo much the worſe, 
Jul. So much the worſe ? 
Fan. I, ſo much the worſe, I:tell you; for matkt 
-you have been Lovers lately; and old Stories may alli 
that are not yet forgotten; and having under the Clok 
a Husband both Siſters at command, one for a 
rother for a Miſtreſs, hoyte toyte, there will be uf 
work i'faith; What a mixture of Brother by the Fatal 


by the Mother's fide, and Siſter by the Father's ide; 
man may find as good kindred amongſt a kennel of þ 
gles.—No, no, no Vilits to the Governor, I beſeech jul 
fair Madam. gs 
Bal, So, you are at your Jealouſy again. 
Fran. Come, come, | love plain dealing; beli 
when ſhe named the Governor, Fleſh and Blood a 
not contain, | 3 
Jul. 1 ſpoke in reference to his Quality. 
Fran. A Pox of your Civility; 1 tell you, I ſcom 
Wife ſhould be civil. Why, what a Coil's here aba 
Governor! I'll ſtand to't, a Man had better have al 
to his Wife than a Woman, and 'twere eaſilier 
Bal. But hear reaſon, Son. | 
Fran. What from a Woman, and a Wife? lu 


what a Devil ſhall I be made ridiculous, a Coxcal 
Cuckold, to ſhew my Wife? No, no, there's nol 
£eſſity of your Civility, Miſtreſs 5 leave chat to me 
underſtand the due Punctilio's of it. 

Bal. Harkye Son, Harkye! Dy 

Fran. Father mine, every Man to his buſineſs, I. 
therefore ſay no more of this; for I'll give my Motif 
Son to the Devil, when any Wite of mine ever mak 
"Viſit to the Governor; and there's an end on't. 
ever ſo horrid a Plot contriv'd againſt her own la 


bal. Tis an Honour due to all Men of his Rank, 
Fran. I care not for that, my opinion is, my Wife's 
Slaye, and let him keep his Rank to himſelf. | 
Fran. gets his Wife behind him, and 
fences her with his Globe. 
E Enter Guzman. 
„z. He's here, and with his Wife; how ſhall I do» 
deliver my Letter to her; — Sir, by the order of my 
ter, Don Carlos, the Governour, I am commanded 
come hither to the end that, going from hence, and- 
raing to my Maſter, I may be able to inform him 
ran.— That I am in health, very well, I was a- 


| place—the Devil take her, ſhe looks for't, 

94-081 [ Makes ſigns to have her gone. 
pur. Farther, Sir, he kiſſes your hand, with a more 
n ordinary friendſhip. | 
ran. A Pox of his Compliments, [Aſides 
Ax. But he charg'd me, Sir, moſt paſſionately to 
ſent his Service to your Lady, | 
ran. Yes, yes; I thought as much, 
42,——[In a more particular manner. 

Fran, Friend, my Wife, or Lady, has no need of bis 
ice in a more particular manner, and ſo you may re- 
N if, 


ery particular manner, 
ux. Sir, I meant no hurt, but tis always the faſhion 
your true bred Courtier, to be more ceremonious in 


dy bow ſhe does. | | 
ran. How ſtrong this Carlos ſmells of the Devil 
end, tell your Maſter ſhe's very well, but ſince ſhe was 
ried, ſhe has forgot her gentile Civility and good 
nners, and never returns any Compliments to Men. 
#2,—— How ſhall I get it to her ?—Sir, the Gover- 

r hopes he ſhall have the honour of-entertaining you 
h at his Houſe, He's impatient of your coming, 
waits at home on purpoſe. 


„ Fran. 
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% 


d he wou'd have been harping upon my Wife in the 


ac, Indeed, but ſhe has a great need of his ſervice in 


Ciyilities to Ladies than Men; —and he deſires tao 
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Fran. Friend, let your Maſter know we are here iny 

ry good quarters already, and he daes us both too u 

honour ; and that if we bave notice of the Wedding 


and I have nothing elſe to do, we'll certainly wait on hi 


and the next morning we intend to take our lea 
which I ſend him word of | beforehand to prevent { 
ize. T7” 2 
l [ Approaching him, he puts his Wife 'fartly 
Fran. Go, Sir, and deliver your Meſſage, 
Gux. But I have order, Sir | 

Fran. There's no ſuch thing in this World. 

Cux. I'm reſoly d to teaze him, if 1 can do nothin 
eiſe, in revenge; — But, Sir, he moſt earneſtly deſuei 
entertain your fair Lady in his own houſe. 1 

Fran. Yes, yes; I know he does; but 1]! give hin 
the Devil firſt. Troth, Sir, this Cadiz. Air does no 
gree with my fair Lady, ſhe has ventured out but on 
and has got an Ague already. 4/5. wah 

Guz, Agues, Sir, are kind Diſeaſes, they allo 
Truces and Ceſlations | : Ya 

Fran. No, no; ſhe has no Ceſſation, Friend, her A 
takes her night and day, it ſhakes ber moſt unmercilil 
and it ſhall ſhake her till the Wedding · day. 17 al 

Gux. Were this Fellow to be tried by a Jury of 


men, I would not be in his Coat to lie with his Lach 


What ſhall I do to deliver this Letter: — Well, % 
fince I ſee you are fo averſe to hat the Governor deſit 
Vil return—but, Sir, I muſt tell you as a Friend, 2 
cret; that to a man of your temper may concern ou 
Sir. he's reſolv'd when he comes next to viſit bis Mi 
treſs, to make another viſit to your Apartment, to yl 
Lady too. 5 n 
| [Goes to whiſper him, and gives Julia the Ll 
ovor his Shoulder. | | 


Fran. Is he fo, pray tell him he need not take ti 
pains; there's no occaſion for't ; beſides twill be but 


vain 3 for the Doctors have preſcribed her Silence * 
Lonelineſs, tis good againſt the Fit; how this damm 
Fellow of a Rival torments me! honeſt Friend, E 
oY . | 45 
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42. Now is this Fellow fo afraid of being made a 
ckold that he fears his own Shadow, and dares not 
: - Wife 8 Chamber if the Sou” do but ſhine into the 


[Ex. Guz. 


Fran, So, your Mercury . gone; 5 Lord, how, amply 
look now, as if you knew nothing of the matter 

Jul. Matter! what matter? I heard che civil Meſſage 
Governor ſent, and the unciyil Anſwer you rerurn * 


k. 
Fran, Very good; did that grieve your has — 


bat pity 'was 1 carried you not in my hand, preſented 


Wo to him my ſelf, and beg'd him to fayour me ſo much 


do my office a litle for me, or the like; hah, | 
Jul, And there's need enough, and the truth were 


own, 


Jace Well ſaid, Madam. 
Fran, Peace thou wicked Limb of Satan but for 


u, Gentlewoman, fince you are ſo termagant, that 
ur own natural Husband cannot pleaſe you, who tho 
ay it am as quiet a Bed-fellow, and fleep as ſweetly, 
one of my years, as any in Spain-—I'l keep you to 
rd meat i' faich. 

Jul, I find no fault with your lleeping, "tis the beſh 
ality you have a- bed. 

fran. Why ſo then, is the Devil in an unmerciful 
oman ? Come, come, tis a good Tenant has pays 
ce A quarter, 


Fac, Of an hour do you mean, Sir? 

Fran, Peace, I ſay thou damnable Tormentor, this 
the Doctrine you preach to your Miſtreſs, but you ſhall 
t in private, for Im reſoly'd to lock ye both up, and 
ry the Keys in my Pocket. 

Jul. Well, I am a wicked Creature to teaze thee ſo; 
ar; but 1'll do what thou wiltz come, come be 
ends, I yow, 1 care not for the Governor, not Mr 
more than 1 my — on Soul. — | 

Fran. Why fo, this is fomething ; Come, come your 
fs in,—who have we here? a 2 Man! ad's my Ws 
iy, away. ** 


5 = 7. 
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Jal. Yes, up to my Chamber, to write an anh 
to this dear Letter. I Ex. N 
en n 9 Enter Iſabella. en | 
Fan. No, tis not a Man, but my Daughter Tab 
Jac. Now will I ſtay, and ſet her on to teaze | 
Dotard: wou'd I, could teaze him to Death, that 
Miſtreſs might be rid of him. „ een 
Fran. How now, what makes you look fo ſeurviht 
day? Sure the Devil rides once a day thro a Wona 
that ſhe may be fure to be inſpired with ſome i! (; 
lities what wou'd' you have now? © 

I/. Something. „ i = 

Fran, Something? what thing? have I not proyil 
Jou a Husband whom you are to marry withina . dy 
two. | 

Ja. There's a Husband indeed, pray keep bim to yt 
ſelf, if you pleaſe; II marry none of him, I'll ſee hi 
hanged firſt, | 1 

Fran, Hey day; —— what is he not young 
handſome enough forſooth ? 18 2 
Va. Young and handſome is there no more than 
= to the making up of a Husband—Yes, there's Q 
lit . ; ll r | | 

"ow. Quality !——Why, is be not one of the fd 
Merchants of bis ſtanding in all Cadiz. 

1/a. Merchant! a pretty Character! a Woman of 1 
Beauty, and five Thouſand Pound, marry. a Merchan 
a little, petty, dirty-heel'd Merchant; faugh, I'd rai 
live a Maid all the days of my life, or be ſent 0 
Nunnery, and that's Plague enough I'm ſure. 
Jac. Have a care of a Nunnery, leſt he take you 
your word. x 195968 Vir if e 

Iſa. I would not for the world; no, Jacinta, wi 
eyer thou ſeeſt me in holy Orders, the World will bt 
an end. 2 1 ; | 
Fran. Merchant ! why, what Husband do you expel 
Iſa. A Cavalier at leait, if not a Nobleman. 
Fran. A Nobleman, marry come up, your: Falte 
Huſwife, meaning my ſelf, was a Leather - ſeller at fi 
till, growing rich, I ſet up for a Merchant, and hs” : 
JF” 2 mechani 


The FALSE CounT. 105 
echanick Trade; and ſince turned Gentleman; and 
eav'n bleſt my Endeavours ſo as I have an Eſtate for a 
aniſh Grandee ; and, are you ſo proud forſooth, that 
Merchant won't down with you, but you muſt be gaping. 
ter a Cap and Feather, a Silver Sword with a more 
eadful Ribbon at the hilt? Come, come, I fear me 
uſwife, you are one that puffs her up with Pride thus ; 
but lay thy hand upon thy Conſcience now. — 

| To Jacinta. 
Jac. Who I, Sir? No, no, I am for marrying her 
Wut of hand to any reaſonable Husband, except a Mer; 
ant; for Maids will long, and that's Probatum eſt a- 
inſt the prevailing diſtemper of Longing, Hitherto I 
Ware anſwer for her, but Batteries will be made, and IL. 
Ware not be always reſponſible for frail Mortality. 
Fran, Well, I have provided ber one that I like, but 
ſhe be ſo ſqueamiſh, let her faſt, with a Murrain to her- 
1/a. Dear Father. | | 
Fran, Dear me no Dears: wou'd your old Mother 
pere alive, ſhe wou'd have ſtrapt your Juſt· au- corps, for 
uleing after Cavaliers and Noblemen, i' faith, that wou d 
be; a Citizen's Daughter, and would be a Madona 
good time, ; n 
Ja. Why Father, the Gentry and Nobility now- a- days 
requently marry Citizens Daughters. | 
Fran, Come, come, Miſtreſs, 1 got by the City, and 
love and honour the City; 1 confeſs tis the Faſhion 
ow. a days, if a Citizen get but a little Money, one goes 
o building Houſes, and brick Walls; another muſt buy 
in Office for his Son, a third hoiſts up bis Daughter's 
Topſail, and flaunts it away, much above her breeding; 
nd theſe things make ſo many break, and cauſe the * 
ay of Trading: but I am for the honeſt Dutch way of 
breeding their Children, according to their Fathers Call- 
. | : $ 
Iſa. That's very hard, becauſe you are a laborious, ill- 
bo: Tradeſman, 1 muſt be bound to be a mean Citizen's. 
ife, | 
Fran, Why, what are you better than I forſooth, that 
ou muſt be a Lady, and bave your Petiicoais lac'd four 
E 5 Stories 
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Stories high ; wear your falfe Towers, and cool yourſy 
with your Spaniſh Fan? Come, come, Baggage, we 
me your beſt Clothes a Sunday, and bruſh *em up a Moy 
day Mornings, and follow your Needle all the Week 
ter 3 that was your good old Mother's way, and you 
-Grand-mother's before her; and as for the Hubanl 
take no care about it, I have deſigned it Antonio, ul 
Antonio you are like to wed, or beat the hoof, Gents 
woman, or turn poor Clare, and die a begging Nun, a 
there's an end on't—ſee where he comes I'll leave you 
to ponder upon the buſineſs. | (Ext, 

| Enter Antonio. Iſabella weeps. 

Ant. What, in Tears, 1/abella? what is't can fora 
that tribute from your Eyes ? 51 

Iſa. A Trifle, hardly worth the naming, your ſelf.— 

Ant. Do 1? pray, for what Sin of mine muſt your fit 
Eyes be puniſh'd? 

Iſa. For the Sin of your odious Addreſſes to me, I hav 
told you my mind often enough, methinks your Equal 
ſhould be fitter for you, and ſute more with your Plebeian 
Humour, - * 

Ant. My Equals ! *Tis true, you are fair; but if then 
_ Inequality in our births, the advantage is on ny 

e. | | LP 
1ſa. Saucy Impertinent, you ſhew your City breeding 
you underſtand what's due to Ladys! you underſtand you 
Pen and Ink, how to count your dirty Money, trudge t0 
and fro chaffering of baſe commodities, and cozeniig 
thoſe you deal with, till you ſweat and ſtink again lie 
an o'er heated Cook, faugh I ſmell him hither. 

Ant. I muſt confeſs I am not perfum'd as you are, t0 
ſtifle Stinks you commonly have by Nature; but I hare 
wholefom, cleanly Linen on; and for my Habit wore 
I but a Sword, I ſee no difference between your Don 
and me, only, perhaps, he knows Jeſs how to uſe it. 

I/a. Ah, name not a Don, the very ſound from the 
Mouth of a little Cir is diſagreeable- 
= Money, Traffick, Trade, are words become you 

ter. f 


J 
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Jac. Well- ſaid, uſe bim ſcurvily | that Mrs. Clara may 
e hi Im. [Hase. 
Ani. The beſt of thoſe you think 1 ſhould got name, 
e hardly tell me this. 

1/a. Good Lord, you think your ſelf a very fine Fellow 
v, and finical your ſelf up to be thought fo; but there's 


Sha 

0, " much difference between a Citizen and a true bred Ca- 
the — 

* Ant. As between you and a true bred Woman of 


our. 

iſa. Oh, Sir, you rail, and you may long et gh, 
ore you 'rail me out of my Opinion, whilft there 

dns with Coaches and fine Lackeys, and I have Youth 
a with a Fortune able to merit one, ſo farewel 

Ex. 

Ant. farewel, proud Fool. 9 

ac, Sir, be this Evening at the Dor: Ponna Clara 

ſomething to ſay to you. 
lat. Bleſs thee for this Tidings, dear Tacinta. l | 

[Ex, Jacinta 

I find let Man be brave, or good, or wiſe, © 


> Virtue gains no Smiles from Woman? yes; 5 
de gay Fool alone that takes the Heart, SL 
. * til * the Dart. [Exc 
ng; : | 


ern sczwe 1 
0 * ee Chamber. 


* Enter Jacinta with a Light, and Julia. 
ELL, Madam, have you writ to Don Carlos > 
Jul. No, nor is 1O poflible I ſhou'd, this! 
vil haunts me fo from room, like my evil 
„sto prevent that Good; ob, for an © nity of 
kind Minute to return Acknowledgaear for this kind 
ter he has (ent me. 


þ Jas. 
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.. Face I'm glad you find me a Sybil: Madam, I 
propheſy d a kappier end of that Amour than you 
Fortune has hitherto promiſed, but what ſaid the ln 
o 1 
Jul. All chat a Man inſpir'd with Love cou'd (ay, 
that was ſoft and charming. 


Jac. Nay, I believe his Art. | 
Jul. Judge then what my Heart feels, which like al 
but lightly cover'd o'er with the cold Aſhes of Def 
with the leaſt blaſt breaks out into a Flame; I d 
I burn, Jacinta, and only charming Carlos can al 
my Pain but how ? Ay there's the queſtion. 

Jac. Some way 1 will contrive to ſpeak with him, | 


he bas loſt his old wont if he traverſe not the Street win 


you live: but fee Donna Clara. Enter Cn 
Jul. Hab, my Siſter, whom yet my jealous hearta 
 fearce be reconciled to; ſo deeply was my fear of Rin 
ſhip fixt there,—ſo fad, my Siſter, and ſo near! 
happy day with Carlos? | e 
Cla. Tis pity ſhe that thinks it ſo ſhou'd want hin 
the Bleſſing's thrown away on me, but we are bothu 
happy to be match'd to thoſe we cannot love. Carlos, ti 
young, gay, handſom, witty, rich, 1 hate as much as)! 
he old Franciſco; for ſince I cannot marry my Anm 
both Youth and Beauty are but loſt on me, and & 
decrepid would be equal torment oo 
Jul. Wou'd Carlos knew your heart, ſure he'd declin 
for he has too much Honor, to compel a Maid to yi: 
mat loves him not, 5 EP 


Cla. *Tis true, he is above me every way, and ii 


Honor my Father thinks to do our Family by this Matd 
makes him reſolve upon't; but I have given my Vous 
young Antonio. SR} 

Ful. And young Antonio you are like to bave, fora 
thing that Carlas cares ot know, to thy eternal joy, | 
Clara, he has but feigued do thee, as much as thy 4 
nio to Iſabella. 0% ä | 

.Cla. But are you ſure of this? 


Jul. Moſt certain; this Night if you can Tet Antonio i 


you, he'll tell you all the Cheat, and beg your Pardon 
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Cla. Which he will ſoon obtain, and in return, wha 
Service I can render him in your behalf he ſhall not 


Want. k . 1.4 1 e e 
Jul. Antonio will engage you they are Friends. 

Cla. You amaze me ,... 7 HEE 89 

Jac. I have appointed him this night to wait, and, if 
poſſible, I would get him a Minute's time with you, . 

Cla. Dear Jacinta, thou art the kindeſt Maid. —— 

Jac. Hang't,/whby ſhould we young Woman pine and 
languiſh for what our own natural Invention may procure 
us; let us three lay our Heads together, and if Machiavel 
with all his Politicks can out - wit us, tis pity but we all 
lead Apes in Hell, and die without the Jewiſh Bleſſing 
of Conſolation. Y | + e 

ul. No more, here comes t on. 

7 8 Enter — agg 

Fran. So, together conſulting and contriving. 

Jac. What are you jealous of the Petticoat? 

Fran. Petticoat! Come, come, Miſtreſs Pert, I have 
known as much danger hid under a Petticoat, as a pair of 
Breeches, I have heard of two Women that married each 
other—oh abominable, as if there were fo prodigious a 
ſcarcity of Chriftian Mans Fleſh, 

Jac, No, the Market's well enough ſtored, thanks be 
praiſed, might every Woman be afforded a reaſonable Al. 
lowance, 2 ark; 

Fran. Peace, I ſay, thou Imp of Lucifer 3 wou'd thou 
hadſt thy Bellyſul, that I might be fairly rid of thee go 

et you up to your Chamber, | and, d'ye hear, ſtir not 
at, thence, on pain of our ſeyere diſpleaſure, for I am 
ſent for in all haſte, to Signior Don Sebaſtian's, tis but 
hard by, I ſhall ſoon return; what are you here? 
Enter Iſabella. | 
I have a high commendation of your fine Behaviour, 
Gentlewoman, to Antonio; his Father has ſent for me, 
and I ſhall know all anon, this ſhall but haſten your Wed- 
ding, Huſwife, I tell you that, and ſo farewel to you 
TT [ Ex, Iſabella crying. 
Cla, Say you ſo, then tis time for me to look about 


me, 
Jul. 


* 
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Jul. agrar N Lale ban, 


duc will come to thee; i 4, 
Fran. N o, wor e, I go arm'd. 
Shews his . round with Piſtols, 
Go get youto your bambers. —— r 


8 CE NE changes to the Street | 


Enter Carlos, Antonio. 

Car. J wonder where this "Man of mine ſhbulg be; 
whom 1 ſent this Evening with my Letter to Julia. 
What art thou: ? [Enter Guzman, runs againſt Carlos, 

GN. My Lord, tis J, your truſty. Trojan, Guzman, 
bat makes you here, Sir, ſo near the Door of your 
Miſtreſs ? 

Car. To wait my Doom ; what Tidings haſt thou, 
Guzman ? 

Guz, Why Sir, 1 went as you directed me, to Don 
Baltazer's. 

Car. And didft thou deliver it? 

Gux. And the firſt thing I met with was old radu. 

Car. So. 

Gux. To whom I civil addreſt my ſetf—told him, yo 
Preſented your Service to 68 to know how his 
Lady and he did. Which word Lady I no ſooner named, 
but I thought he would have ſaluted me with a Cudgel,— 
in fine, obſerving her —_— him, whom he ſhelter d all 
he could with his Cloke, 1 taking an occaſion to whiſper 
him, gave it her over his ſhoulder, whilſt ſhe returned 
ſome Smiles and Looks of Joy,—but for an anſwer, e 
impoſſible to get the leaſt fign of one? 

Car. No matter, that joy was evident ſhe wiſhe me 
one, and by the firſt opportunity my diligent waiting will 
be recompenſed; but where haſt thou been all this while? 

Gux. Finding out the Chimney-ſweeper you ſpoke of, | 
Sir, and whom you ordered me to — this Evening. 

Car. And baft thou found him? 


Gu. He $ here, at the corner of the street, VII call 
him. Ex. Gun. 


Car: 


Jou 
that 


When 


Dans 
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Car, L have, Antonio, beſides your particular Revenge, 
one of my own to act by this deceit, ſince all my Indufts? 
to ſee the charming Julia has hitherto been vain, I have 
reſoly'd upon a new project, if this Falſe Count paſs upon 
*em, as I doubt not but he will, and that he gets admit- 
ance into the Houſe, L'Il paſs for one of his Domeſticks, 

Enter Guzman and Guiliom. | 

Guz, Here's the Fellow, Sir. 

Anto. Fellow! he may be the Deyil's Fellow by his 
countenance. | 1 

Car. Come nearer, Friend; doſt think thou canſt ma- 
nage a Plot well ? | 

Gul. As any Man in Cadiz, Sir, with good inſtruc- 


tons. i of . b 1 
Car. That thou fhalt have, thou art apprebenſive. 


Cuil. So, ſo, I have a pretty memory for miſchief, 
Anto, Haſt thou Aſſurance and Courage ? 
Gail, To kill the honeſteſt Man in Spain, if I be well 
aid, SE 8 
Cer. m . mT pe Ihe. 
Guil. II do't, ſay no more, I'll do't. | 
Car. But canſt thou ſwear ſtoutly, and lye handſomely; 
Gail. Prettily, by Nature, Sir, but with good inſtruc. 
tions] ſhall improve; Iibank Heaven I have Docity, or 
b, : 
Car. Thou want'ſt not Confidence, _ *: 
Guil. No, nor Impudence neitber ; bow ſhould a man 
liye in this wicked world without that Talent? 
Auto. Then know our Deſign is only comical, tho if 
you manage not Matters well, it may prove tragical to 
you; in fine, doſt think thou canft perſonate a Lord? 
Guil. A Lord! marry that's a hard queſtion ; but what 
fort of a Lord 2 „ 
Car. Why, any Lord. 
Call. That I cannot do, but I can do ſome ſort of a 
Lord, as ſome Lords are wiſer than other - ſome; there is 
jour witty Lord, him I defhez your wiſe Lord, 


tat is to ſay, your knaviſh Lord, bim 1 renounce ; 
then there's your Politick Lord, him I wou'd have 
bang 'd; then there's your Fooliſh Lord, let bim follow 

the 
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the Polititian; then there's your brisk - - noiſy Ti 
and ſuch à fmall zeig gent Fiend e not 15 * 
poſſeſt with; I ſhall deal well enough with a Devil of his 
capacity. — Ag | „ US OVTC 94377 £23219 | 
Car. Very well, then there needs no more but that 
on go along with my man to my houſe, my Authority 
all ſecure you from all the injuries that ſhall accrue from 
a diſcovery, but I hope -none will happen: Equipage, 
Clothes and Money we'll furniſh you with. go home 
with him, and dreſs, and practiſe the Don till we come, 
who will give you ample inſtructions what to do. 
SGuil. And if I do not fit you with a Don better than 
Don Del Phobos, or Don Quixote, let me be hang'd up 
for the Sign of the Black Boy on my own Poles ata 
Spaniſh Inn door. | | 
Anto. We'll be with you preſently. 57 
Guil. And if you find me not en Cavalier, fay Clothes 
Garniture, Points, and Feathers have loſt their Power of 
making one, { Ex. Guz. and Page, and Guil 
Enter, opening the door, Jacinta. | | 
Car. Hah, the Door opens, and ſurely tis a Woman 
that advances; dear Antonio, wait a little farther 5-———— WW 
who's there? | | | f 
Fac. Hah, if it ſhould be old Franciſco now. ] 
Car. Let it be who it will, I'll tell my name, it cannot V 
I 
C 


injure either; I'm Carlos, who are you? 
Jac. A thing that looks for him you name— Facints; 
re you alone? bl $49 62 

Car. Never ſince Julia did poſſeſs my heart; what 
news, my deareſtMefſenger of Love ? what may I hope 


Enter Julia. | Fe B 
Ful. All that the kindeſt Miſtreſs can beſtow, _ T 
If Carlos loves, and ftill will keep his Vows. - | 80 
Car. Julia, my Life, my Soul, what happy Stars 01 
Conſpir'd to giye me this dear lucky minute ſe 
Jul. Thoſe that conducted old Franciſco out, , 
And will too ſoon return him back again; 
I dare not ſtay to hear thy love or chiding, 
Both which have power to charm, ſince botb proceed 
From a kind heart, that's mine. V 


Can 
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Car. Oh, take not this dear Body from my Arm, 
For if you do, my Soul will follow it, e 
Jul. What would'ſt thou have me do? | 
Car, Be wondrous kind, be laviſh of thy Heart, 
Be generous in thy Love, and give me all. ; 
Jul. Oh Heavens! what mean you? 1 ſhall die with 
fear. { ia na | 
ny To let coward Lovers fear, who love by 
alves, | | | | 
We that intirely love are bold in Paſſion, 
Like Soldiers 15 with glory dread no Danger. 
Jul. But ſhould we be unthrifty in our Loves, 
And for one Moment's joy give all away, If 
And be hereafter damn'd to pine at diftance ? 
Car, Miſtaken Miſer, Love like Money put 
Into good hands increaſes every day, 
Still as you truſt me, ſtill the Sum amounts; 
Put me not off with promiſe of to morrow, 
To morrow will take care for new delights, 
Why ſhou'd that rob us of a preſent one ? 
Jul. Ah Carlos / 
How fondly do I liſten to thy words, 
And fain would chide, and fain wou'd boaſt my Virtue; 
But mightier Love laughs at thoſe poor delays; 
ot And 1 ſhould doubtleſs give you all your Fulta, 
Did not my fear prevent my kinder buſineſs 3 
14; And ſhould Franciſco come and find me abſent, 
Or take thee with me, we were loſt, my Carlos. 
phat Car. When then, my Julia, ſhall we meet again ? 
— Jul. You Spaniards are a jealous Nation, 
But in this Engliſh Spaniard Old Franciſco,  _ 
That mad Paſſion's doubled; wholly deprives him of bis 
Senſe, and turns his Nature Brute ; wou'd he but truſt me 
only with my Woman, I wou'd contrive ſome way to 
ſee my Carlos, + 
Car. Tis certain, Julia, that thou muſt be mine. 
Jul. Or I muſt die, my Carlos. le 
| | [Anto. liſining advances. 
Anto. I'm ſure tis Carlo:'s voice, and with a 
„ | 


>a | | | And 


r14 The EALSsE Count. 
And tho he be my Rival but in Jeſt, 
I have a natural curioſity toſee who tis he caterains 
Jul. Oh Heavens! Sir, here's Franciſco ; 1 "_ aſide, 
Leſt mifehief ſhou'd befall you. un; in. 
Car. Now Love and wild Deſi ice prompt me to kill this 
happy Rival,—he's old, and can't be long in his Arrears 
to Nature, — What if I paid the debt? ¶ Draws half way, 
One ſingle puſh, wou'd do't, and Jalia's mine but 
hang't, Adultery is a leſs fin than Murder, and I will Wait 
my Fortune 
Anto. Where are you,. Don Carlos? p 
Car. Who's there, Antonio? I took thee for wy 
| Riyal, and ten to one 2 I had done thy buſineſs. 
Anto, 1 heard ye talking, and believ'd-you ſafe, and 
came in hopes to get a little time to ſpeak to Clara in; 
hab! —Jacinta 
Fac. Who's there, Antonio? [ Peeping out of the dior 
Anto. The ſame; may I not ſpeak with Clara ? 
Fac, Come in, ſhe's here. | 
Car. And prithee, dear Jacinta, let me have one word 
with Julia more, ſhe need not fear ſurprize; juſt at the 
door let me but kiſs her hand; n in. 
Fac. Pllfee if I can bring her. ; 
a Enter — — 6 * OS 
Fran, ungracious Flirt, —a Lord with a Pox ! 
here's a fine buſineſs, i'faith, that ſhe ſhould be her own 
Carver, yell I'll home, n thunder her together 
with a yengeance, | 
Car. Who's here? fare this is he lead; Tl ſtep 
aſide, leſt my being ſeen give him an occaſion of jealouſy, 
and make him affront his Wife. 
Goes aſide as Fran. Was going in 
Enter Juli - 
Fan. Hum, what have we bere, a Woman? 
Jul. Heavens! what, not gone yet, my Dear? 
Fran, So, fo, tis my confounded Wife, who expecting 
ſome body would have me gone now: | 
Ful. Are you nor ſatisfied with all I've (aid, 
With all the Vows I've made, 
Which here anew, in ſight of Heayen, I breathe? 


C2 » »J 


2 2 
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Fran. Les, yes, you can promiſe fair, but hang bim 
that truſts ye. 'S | | J: 
Jul. Go, go, | and pray be ſatisfyed with my eternal 


Love—— di 20D. 
gone now; ah ſubtle 


Fran. How fain ſhe'd have me 
Serpent! is not this plain demonſtration, I ſhall mur 
der her, I find the Devll great with me. Aſide ill. 
Ful. — What is't thou pauſeſt n? - 
Fran. The wicked Diſſimulation of villainous Woman. 
| LAleud to her. 

Jul. Franciſco | | 8 
Fran. Oh thou Monſter of Ingratitude, have I caught 
thee? You'd have me gone, wou'd ye? ay, to Heaven, 
1 believe, like a wicked Woman as you are, ſo you were 
rid of me. Go, and be fatisfyed of my eternal love 
——ab, Gipſey.—— no, Gentlewoman, I am a tuff bit, 

and will hold you tugging till your heart ke. 

Jul. Why, was there ſuch hurt in deſiring you to go 
that you might make haſte back again. Oh my fears ! 
ind Fran. That you might receive a Lover, — tis plain 

and my Indignation's high. 
4 Jul. Heavy n knows I meant 2 
Fran, Only to cuckold me a little, get you in, where 
J will ſwear thee by Bell, Book and Candle, get you 
+ WW u, I fay,,——go, go, —I'Il watch for your Lover, and 
yn tell bim how unkind he was to ſtay ſo long, I will. . 
[Ex Julia, he ſtands juſt in the door, Carlos advances. 
Car. I hearno noiſe, ſure *twas he, and he's gone 


883 


To reap thoſe Joys he knows not how to value, 
And I muſt larguiſh ſor; I'll tay a litile— perhaps 
Jacinta may reiurn again, for any thing belonging to my 
Julia is dear, even tõ my Soul, | | 
[Goes:juſt-to the door, Fran. bolts out on him. 
Fran. Who's there?—what wou'd you have ?—who 
"0 wou'd you ſpeak to?—who do you come from? and 
What's your buſineſs 2 | | | | 
Car. Hah, *tis the Sot himſelf; my name is Carlos. 
Fran, Carlos ! what Father of Belxebub ſent himhither? 
2 plain caſe : — I' murder her out of * | 
2 e Gare 
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Car. — Aud I wou'd ſpeak to any body, Friend) 
that belongs to the fair Clara,——it you are any of thi 


Fran. Only the Cuckold of the houſe, that's all; 
my name, Sir, is Frantiſco; but you, perhaps, are bet- 
ter acquainted with my Wife, N 2 
Car. Franciſco, let me embrace you, my noble Brother, 
and chide you, that you wou'd not viſit me. 

. | 2 to embrace him, he flies of, 

Fran. And bring my Wife along with me. 

Car. Both had been welcome——and all I have, you 
ſnou d command. * Wt 5 
Fran. For my Wife's ſake what if 1 ſhou'd piſtol 
him now ;—and I am damnably proyok'd to't, had 1 but 
Courage to ſhoot off one. Ciigenr— 102; + IRE 

Car. Methinks you make not ſo kind returns as 
Friendſhip to you, and the Alliance ſhall be between us, 
deſerves. | a 8 
Fran. I am ſomething ill-bred, I confeſs, Sir; — ü 
dark, and if 1 ſhou'd do't no body wou'd know 2 1 

| Aſiat, 


Car. 1 fear there's ſome Miſunderſtanding between us, 
pray let us go in a while, I'll talk you from your error, 
* [Offers to go, he gets between him and the doir, 
Fran. Between us, Sir! oh Lord, not in the leaſt, dit 
I love and honour yon ſo heartily I'd be content 
to give you to the Deyil, but the noife of the Piſtol wou'd 


diſcoyer the buſineſs. ae THIS. LAſide. 
Car. Come, let's in, and talk a while. 
Fran. I'm ſorry 1 cannot do't, Sir, we are ſomething 
incommoded being not at our own houſe. *: - 
Car. Brother, I am afraid you are a little inclined to be 
jealous, that will deſtroy all Friendſhip —— 
Fran. So, how finely the Devil begins to inſinuate! 
Car. That makes a Hell of the Heav'n of Love, and 
thoſe yery Pains you fear, are leſs tormenting than that 
Fear; what ſay you, Brother, is't not ſo with you? | 
Fran. I find you wou d have me turn a Husband of the 
Mode, a fine convenient Tool, one of the modern Hu- 


mcur, a civil Perſon, that underſtands Reaſon, or 0 


——— — 
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$nd 1 Joubt not but eee wou'd be as modiſh a' NY 

Car, Ha, ha, 

Frans What, ri ou laugh, Sir? | | 

Car. Who can chuſe, te hear your ICED our 
needleſs Fears. Come, come, truſt your Wife's. Diſcre- 
tion, and Mode ſty——and 1 3 not but you will find 
our ſel. 
2 Fran. In the Road to Heaven, whither they Cay! all 
Cuckolds go—I thank you for your advice; I perceiye 
you wou'd willingly help me onwards of my Journey, | 
oy Car, I'm glad I know you, Sirg—farewel ta YOU, 


[Goes ont; 
ol Fran, No matter for that, ſo you know not my Wife 
ur Wh —and ſo farewel to you, Sir, and, the Devil take all 
de, Cuckold makers. 8 (Exits 
my 
u, SCENE, The infide of the Houſe, 
'ti Enter Clara, Julia, Ane Jacinta running to em. 


x Jac, He has ſeen-Don Carlos, and they have been in 
ar, great diſcourſe together, I cou'd not hear one word, but 
you'll have it at both ears anon, I'll warrant you. 
ö La, he's coming. 
Enter Franciſco. 
Cla. Heavens, he muſt not ſee you here. {To Le 
Jac, Here, ſtep into Clara's Bed-chamber,—— 
| He goes in. 
Fran, So the Plot's at laſt diſcoyer'd,——he was a Ca- 
: yalier of his Parole. 
ing Jul. Who ſpeak you of? 
Fran, Only the Governor, the fine young Governor, 
A deliyer'd him the meſſage, told him my mind, and the 
like, 
10 Ful. So kind to viſit us, and have you ſent him away 
; already ? 


Fran, Ah, Witch; already! why, haye I any lodging 
for him ? 


the Jul. But I am glad you brought him not in, 1 being 
_ ſo unready. 


| Fran, But you are always realy for him, my dear 
and victorious Man- ſlay er. Jul. 


A 
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. Jul. What means he, ſure he has a Gad-bee in bt 
rain. 8 bY ; | 
Fran. Satan's ſhe Advocate — pe —peace I ſay; — fo Ol 
look as innocenily now, as a little Devil of dye e. 
old, Tl warrantz—come, come, look me full in thi 
face - thus. turn your noſe juſt to mine—ſo—now tell 
me whoſe damnable Plot this was, to ſend your Gallane 
with his Eloquence, Querks and Connndrums, to tutgr 
me into better manners? | | 
Jul. Send him! Pll anſwer no ſuch idle queſtions, 
Fran. He has taken a world of pains about your par: 
ticular Chapter, and no doubt but he preach'd according 
to inſtructions z—what ſay you for your ſelf,” that Jug: 
ment may not paſs ? >" | 


Jul. 1 fay you're an old jealous Fool; have 1 ſeen 1 


Don Carlos, or heard from Don Carlos, or ſent to Don 
Carlos? here's a-do indeed. | GS 
Fran. What made you at the door againſt my poſitive 
commands, —the very Street-door, ——in the night, 
alone,—and undreſt,—this is a matter of Fact, Gentle 
woman; you haſtened me away,—a plain caſe,— and 
preſently after Don Carlos comes to the door,—poſitive 
proof, — ſees me and falls right down upon my Jealouſy, 
clear conviction, —'twas pity but 1 had follow'd his 
counſel, yes, when the Devil turns ſtudent in Divinity; 
but no matter, I'll fee your back fairly turn'd upon his 
Town to morrow ; I'll marry my Daughter in the morn- 
ing to Antonio, and a fair wind or not, we'll home; the 
Gally lies ready in the Harbour—theretore prepare, pack 
up your tools, for you are no woman of this world. 
Anto, How! marry me to morrow to his daughter; 
and carry his Wife from my Friend; this misfortune mult 
be prevented. | IAſide peetin 
: Fran. And ſo, Miſtreſs, come your ways to your Chanr 
ber. 5 
Ful. And ſtudy how to prevent this cruel ſeparation. 
lAſide, goes out with him and Jacinta 
Cla. Ah, Antonio, I find by that (ad look of yours, 
you have oyer-heard our haſty Doom. | 


Ant. 
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Ant. I have, and am a little ſurpriad at the ſuddenneſs 
pf it; and I my ſelf am the unlucky occaſion of it. 
do break it off, 1 told my Father bow ſcurvily :Tſfabella 
reated me, —he thereupon ſends for old Franciſco, tells 
him of my complaint, and inſtead of diſengaging my ſelf, 
find my ſelf more undone, 4 
cla. What ſhall we do ? I'm ſure thou wilt not marry 
her, thou canſt not do't and hope to go to Heaven, 
Ant, No, I have one prevention left, and if that fail, 
Th utterly refuſe to marry her, a thing ſo vainly proud; 
o Laws of Nature or Religion, ſure, can bind me to ſay 
Hes; and for my Fortune, tis my own, no Father can 
ommand it. (28 | 
Cla, 1 know thou wilt be true, and 1'1l not doubt it. 
Enter Jacinta, ' 
Jac, Ah! Madam, the ſaddeſt news 
Cla. Hah ! what ? | 
Jac. Poor Gentleman, I pity you of all things in the 
nord, you muſt be forc'd——how can I utter it. 
Jo the moſt lamentable torment that ever Lover endur d 
o remain all night in your Miſtreſs's Chamber. 
Ant. Alas, how ſhall I endure fo great an Affliction? 
Cla. And I. | 
Jac, Ha, ha, ha, how I am griey'd to think on't; ha, 
a, ha, that you ſhou'd both be ſo hardly put to it; ha, 
ba, ha, for the old Gentleman has Jock'd all the doors, 
and A keys to bed to him. go get you in,- 
ha, ha, ha, "iq 
Ant, Oh, my dear Clara, this is a bleſſing I could 
not hope. | . 
Cla. So large a Freedom ſhall my Virtue prove, 
P' eruſt my Honour with Antonio's Love. 
YL F [They go in. 
Ex. Jacinta laugimg. 


ACT 


That I will do't with hazard of my Life, 


Anto. Doſt think ſhe'll e'er conſent to quit her Hu 


works of Charity, I will with one project 1 have in thi 


* 
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| 


Enter Don Cartos i is bis N 105 gown, Antonio and Guz 
mamfnan with Clothes, , 
Car. IL night with Clara yl hou 2 that wy 
lucky ; but was ſhe kind, my friend ? 

Ante, As 1 deſar'd, or Honour wou'd . her; 
Nor wou d I preſs ber „ on 

Car. A very moderate Lover. 

Anto. For ſome part of my Virtue, Sir, I owe to you; 
in midſt of all my Love, even in the kindeſt moments d | 
Delight, my Joys were broken by concern for you, 
Julia this day, or very ſuddenly, leaves Cadiz. 
Car. By Heaven, and ſo will Carlos then; for I'm f 
reſolutely bent to poſſeſs that dear Creature, IS 


Expence of Fortune, or what's dearer to me. 

Guz. And bow wou'd you reward that politick heal 
that ſhou'd contrive the means to bring this handſoml 
about; not for an hour, or a night, but even as long a 
you pleaſe, with freedom; without the danger of ven- 
turing your honourable neck, in ſhowing Feats of Adiviy 
three ſtories high, with a Dag er in one hand, and a Piltal 
in Cother, like a Ropedancer * 

Car. But how ? Thou talkeſt of Impolibilities. Ar, 


band? 
ux. No, Heaven forbid, I am ioo good a Chriſtia 


to part Man and Wife ; but being naturally inclined 10 


noddle of mine. make old Franciſco a Cuckold, 20 
commodate my Lord and Julia, ſerve you, Sir, — 
give our ſelves a good Scene of Mirth, 
Car. Thou amazeſt me. 
Guz, If I do't not, ſend me to the Galleys; nay, and 
ſo far cure the Jealoul of the old Fellow, that 0 an} Yo 
righ 
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$1 ſuſpicious trouble ſom Fool, he (hall become ſo tame 
gentle a Husband, that he ſhall deſite you to fa- 
bim ſo much as to lie with his dear WiſddGQ. 
ar, By what ſtrange Witchcraft ſhall this be brougbt 
pb? „e 
1. Een honeſt Invention, Sir, good Faith, liſten and 
eye When he goes, he certainly goes by Sea, to 
e the charges of Mules. itt — 
into. Right, 1 heard him ſay ſoz in the Galley that 


in the Port. | Frag 


12. Good, there is a Galley alſo, in the Harbour, 
lately took from the Turks; Habits too were taken 
her enough to furniſh out ſome forty or fifty as con · 
vient Turks as a man wou'd wilh at the Devil. 

ar, Ah, Rogue, 1 begin to apprehend already. 
uz, Our Turkiſh Galley. thus man'd, I'll put to Sea, 
about a League from Land, with a ſham-fight fer on 
t of Old Franciſco, take it, make em all Slaves, clap 
Old Fellow under hatches, and then you may deal 
h the fair Slave his Wife, as Adam did with Eve. 
ar, 1'm raviſh'd with the thought. 

1:0, But what will be the event of this ? Ea 
Car. J will not look fo far, but ſtop at the dear Joys, 
| fear no Fate beyond 'em. a 5 


| | 
n 47. Nay, with alittle cudgelling this dull Brain of 
Wie! ſhall advance it farther for the Jeſt-ſake; —as I 
pine it, Seignior Don Antonio, you have a fine Villa, 


hin a Bow- ſhot of this City belonging to your ſelf, ; 
Anto. 1 have with pleaſant Gardens, Grotto's, Water 


® 


1 — 


ar, A moſt admirable Scene for Love and our De- 


riſtian NS, 14 

ed ute. Tis yours, Sir. . | 
a thn Then, Sir, when we have taken this old Fool, on 
| on the groſſeſt cheat wou'd paſs, much more this, 
aul ch ſhall carry fo ſeeming a Tru:h in't, be being clapt 


der hatches in the Dark, we'll wind round a League oc 
dat Sea, turn in, and land at this Garden, Sir, of yours, 
ich we'll pretend x0 be 2 Seraglio, belonging to the 
Sa . 


— 
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Grand Seignior; 'whither, in this hot part o þ* year 
Loes to regale himſelf with his She- Slaves. ' 
Car. Bur the diſtance of Place and Time allow not | 
2 1 
Gu. Why be never read ins life; knows neither Ly 
e nor Latitude, and Conſtantinople may be in the nj 
of Spam tor any thing he knows; beſides, his Fear 
give him little leiſure for thinking. 
| Ante, Bur how ſhall we do, with the Seamen of! 
Gaz. . s not above -a Dozen, beſides the Wn 
that are chain'd to the Oar, and thoſe Dozen, 2 Pi 
apiece wou'd. not only make em aſſiſt in the deſign 
. betray it in earneft to the Grand Seignior ;—for 2 
undertake, the Maſter of it being Fier de Sala, your 
ther's old Na pech 9 g 1 1 [To Cai 
Anto. But s mind may altera the Arr 
of this Falſe Count of ours ? a, 1 
© Car, No matter, make ſure of thoſe Seamen how 
that they may be ready upon occafion. | 
Anto. Tis high time for me that your Count were 
riv'd, for this morning is deſtin'd the laſt of my 
Car. This Morning Come haſte and dreſsm 


[To 
— wher© s our Count? 
Enter Guiliom dreſs. fine, two great Pages * 4 lit 
one follouing. 

ux. Coming to give you the good morrow, Sir} 
And ſhew you how well he looks the Part. 

Car. Good day to your Lordſhip [Bou 

Guil. Morrow, morrow, Friend. 

Anto. My Lord, your moft humble Servant. 

Guil. Thank you, Friend, thank denz lar bo 
What's a:Clock, Sirrah? _ 

Page. About Eight, my Lord. 

Ax to. Your Lor ip's early up. 

Guil, My Stomach was up before me, Fend; and! 
damnably hungry; *tis ſtran "ge! how a man's Appetiei 
creaſes with his e; Il ſwinge it away now 1 
| I I will-wench without Mercy ; Va rela 


The FALSE COUNT. 123 
ſpare neither Man, Woman, nor Child, not I; hey, 
ogues, Raſcals, Boys, my Breakfaſt, quickly Dogs— 
t me fee, what ſhall 1 have now that's rare? 

Page. What will your Honour pleaſe to have? 

Guil. A ſmall raſher of delicate Bacon, Sirrah—of a- 
it a Pound, or two; with a ſmall Morſe! of Bread — 
und the Loaf, dye hear quickly, Slaves. 

Ant, That' soroſs meat, Sir, a pair of Quails -o 
Guil, I thank you for that, "faith, take your Don as 
ain, ah you pleaſe, Pil not be ftarv d for ne'er a Don in 
tritendom: 


_ But you muſt ſtady to refine your Manners a le 


"Gail, Manners ! you ſhall pardon me for that; avif 2 
ord had not more privilege to be more ſancy, more 


de, impertinent, ſlovenly and fooliſh than the reſt of his 
eighbours, or Mankind. 

Car. Ay, ay, *tis great. 

Gui!, Your ſauey Rudeneſe, in a Grind; i is Freedom ; 
dur Impertinence, Wit; your Sloven, careleſs ; and: 
dur Fool good natur d, at leaſt they ſhall paſs ſo in me, 
ll warrant ye. 
Car, well, y on have your full Iuſtructions; your 
aggage, Bills par} Letters, from Offavio the evilian 
lerchant. F 

3 All, all, Sir, are ready, and his 3 break - 
ſt waits. 

Car. Which ended, we advance, 
M when Aurora roſe from Thetis Bed, 

here he had wantoned a ſhort Summer's night, 

arneſs'd his bright hoov'd Horſes to begin 

is gilded courſe about the Firmament, 

ut fallied Don Gulielmo Nodorigo de Chimney $operio? 
d ſo forth. Gad this adventure of ours will be worthy 
be ſung in Heroick Rhime Doggerel, before we have 
niſht it; Come [Goes our. 
Guil, Hey, Rogues, Raſcals, Boys, follow me' juſt 
Jil ind, Leun. 


E 2 SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


Ph Enter Clara and Jacinta. 
_ Jace. Nay I knew he would be civil, Madam, d. 
would have born you Company; but neither my Miſtn( 
nor I, cou'd ſleep one wink all Night, for fear of a Di. 
covery in the Morning; and, to ſave the poor Gents 
man a tumbling Cal from the Window, my Miſt 
juſt at day. break, feigned her ſelf wondrous ſick,—-[ 
called, deſired to go to Seignior Spadilio's the Apoths 
cary's, at the next Door, for a Cordial; and ſo he fig 
out ;—but the Story of this falſe Count pleaſes me 
eremely, and, if it ſhould take, Lord what mirth m 
ſhould have. Ha, ha, ba, I can't forbear with iþ 
thoughts on't, xt rh 
Clar, And to ſee the Governor his Man ? | 
Fac. Ah, what a Jeſt that would be too— Ha, ha, hi 


=. SS SOS RB: a cate 


bur here comes 7/abella let's puff up ber Pride with Bai F 
teries on her Beauty. * _ 5 
Enter Iſabella looking in a Glaſs, and ſeeing her Fatt, I 
Iſa. Ab, Heavens, thoſe Eyes——that Look, -F. 
pretty Leer, that my Father ſhou'd be ſo 2 n 
old Fool to think theſe Beauties fit for a little Merch 1 
dize; a Marchioneſs wou'd ſo much better become me, WW, 
[Looks aan to 
Ah what a Smile's there—and then that ſcornlulily = 
Look tis great Heavens who's chere? I Sees that 
Cla. Only thoſe Friends that wiſh you beiter Fonus 
than this day promiſes. 7 
[ Fac. Look on that. Face; are. chere not Lines that for" 2 
, tel a world of Greatneſs, and promiſe much Honour! F. 
| Cla, Her Face, her Shape, ber Mein, her every pat ele 
1 declares her Lady or ſomething more. th 
. 1a, Why ſo, and yet this little Creature of a Fal 
19 ridiculouſly and unambitious, would ſpail this. Lady, 0 
1 make up a ſimple Citizen's Wife—in good time. Fr 
17 Jac, That very look had ſome preſaging Grandew. . 
'K Ja. Do you think ſo, Jacinta? Ha, ha, ha. "We 
Ul 
15 
„ 
U | 
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Tic. That Laugh again, oh Heavens, how it charms? 

| Cla, And how graceful tis! | 
| 7ac, Ah, nothing but a great gilt Coach will become 


cla. Wich ſix Spaniſh Mares. 

Jac. And embroidered Trappings. 

Cla. With four Lackeys. 

Jac. And a Page at the tail on't. 

Cla.. She's evidently deſign'd for a Perſon of Quality. 
Iſa. Beſides I have fo natural an Tndination for a Don; 
if my Father do ſorce me to marry this fmal} Creature 
f Merchant, I ſhall make an Intrigue with ſome body 

uality. Ld IS] iN. 
"3 Cou'd you but manage it well, and keep it from 
R:0Nlds - | p 
Ia. Keep it from Antonio, is it think yon ſor a 
tle ſilly Cit, to complain when a Don does him the 
onour to viſit his Lady? Marry that were pretty. 
Enter Franciſco, and Lopez. > 

Fran, How, a Count to ſpeak wih me! with me, I 
„here at Cadiz. | 
Lop. A Count, Sir, and to ſpeak with you. 
Fran. Art ſure tis. not the Governor? I'll go loch 
my Wife. 

Lop. Governor, Sir! No, no, iis a mere Stranger, 
N a rare Count whom 1 never ſaw all days of my lite 
ore. 

Fran, And with me wou'd he ſpeak ? I hope he comes. 
dt to my Wife, 

Enter Julia. : 

Jul. Oh Husband, the delicateſt fine Perſon of Quality, 
R alighted at the Door, Husband, | 

Fran, What, have you ſeen him then? the Devil's in 
ele Women, and there be but a Loop-hole to peep out 
they! ſpy a man, I'm reſolved to ſee this thi 

go, retire you Women, here's Men coming up. 

Iſa, And will. Men eat us? i 
Fran, No, but they may do worſe, they may look on 
and Looking breeds Liking; and Liking, Love; and 
Ve a damn'd thing, call'd Deſire; and Deſire begers 
| i Heh the 


pay my proper Perſon no more reſpect, hah! | 
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the Devil and all of Miſchief to young Wench 
ye gone in, I ſay— here's a Lord comi 
are plaguy things to Women. ki | 

Jſa. How, a Lord! oh, heavens! Jacinta, my I 
and ſet my Hair in order, oh the Gods! I would not 
ſee a Lord for all the World! how my Heart beats altes 
keep your Diſtance behind, Jacinta, - bleſi y 
how 1 tremble—a little farther, Jacinta. 

Fran. Come, come Huſwife, you ſhall be mam 
anon, and then let your Husband have 22 h 
"SM for my Gentlewoman,—Oh Lord—they! 


\ 


ng—and Ia 


Enter Guiliom, Carlos, and Pages, &c. 
- Guil, How now, Fellow, where's this old Don Fr 


eiſco 2 3 
Fran. I'm the Perſon, Sir. | but 


Ia. Heavens, what an Air he has! : 
Guil. Art thou he? Old Lad, bow doſt thou 4 
Hah! $3 % 8 
Fran. I don't know. , H 
Guil. Thou knoweſt me not it ſeems, old Fellow, ba 
Fran. Know you no, nor deſire to do, — on wit 
Guil. By Inſtinct; ſuch as you ought to know a Perl 
of Quality, and pay your Civilities naturally; in Fre 
where 1 have travel'd, ſo much good manners is ue 
your Citizen pulls off his hat, thus=——to eveiy Ho 
of Quality, and every Coach of Quality; and do ya 


Iſa. What-a Diſhonour's this to me, to have ſo di 
a Father, that needs to be inſtructed in his Duty. 
Guil. But, Sir, to open the eyes of your underſiany | 
ing—here's a Letter to you, from your Correſpondents 
Merchant of Sevil. | : 1 
(Gives him a dirty Letter which he wipes on his Me! 
and reads, aud begin, to pull off his hat, and read! 

on bows lower and lower till he have finiſſit it. 
Fran, Cry Mercy, my Lord,—and yet 1 wou'd be We 
2 thouland Leagues off, * * 
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Cuil, 1 have Bills of Exchange too, directed to thee, 
1! Fellow, at Sevil; but finding thee not there, and 1 
© moſt Perſons of my Quality are) being ſomething idle, 
4 never out of my way, came to this Town, to ſeek- 
ee, fellow being recommended as thou ſeeſt 
re, old Nn bere — live, him Bills. 
Iſa. Ah what a graceful Mein he bas! how fine his 
averſation! ah the difference between him and a filthy 
—_ 4 ELL 
Jul,—Clara has told me all, — 8 
| I' c. whiſpering to Jul. 
Car. That's ſhe in the middle; ſtand looking on her 
ouiſhingly, your head a little on one ſide, ſo, 
old your Arms, good. now and then heavr 
ur breaſt with afigh,——moſt excellent. | 
| n ene ._. 0c... 
Fran. Bills for ſo many thouſands. 
Jac, He has you in his eye already, 
Iſa, Ah, Jacinta, thou flattereſt me. 
Favs Return him ſome kind looks ir pity - = 
[be ſets her Eyes, and bows, &c. 
Car. That other's my Miſtrefs, — couldſt thou but keep 
od Fo in diſcourſe whilſt 1 give her the ſign to- 
ure à tte : . 
Cuil. I'll warrant you Til banter him till you have 
ckolced him, if you manage matters as welkas J. 
Fran. My Lord, I askyour pardon for my rudeneſs in 
ot knowing you before, which I ought to have done in 
dod manners I conſeſs; who the Devil does he ſtare at 
—— — Wife, I command you ro withdraw, upon- 
ain of our high diſpleaſure.—my Lord, 1 ſhall difpatch 
dur affairs. he minds me not. — Ay, is m 
le, 1 lay, Minion, be gone. your Bills, My Lord, 
e good, and I accept em. why a Devil be minds 
e not yet, | Julia goes to dot her ſide to Carlos. ] not yet 
and tho I am not at my proper hom 1 
m where I can command Money. bum. 
e 'tis my Daughter. Ay, ay. — is ſo, how 
he ſhould de mitten now; the plaguy Jade had ſure 
„ Pirit of Prophecy in her; s ſo Is ſhe— my Lord. 
1 Guil. 


* 
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Gail, Prithee, old Fellow, Peace. am it lou 
Fran. In love bat, ſhall 1 be the Father 9 
Lord ? wou'd. it become me, think ye ? — he's mighty 
of Cogitabund my Lord, — ſure bis Soul has lek | 
Fenement of his Body I have his Bills here, 
care not if it never return more. [Looks over the l Bil 
Car. Dear Julia, let's retire, our time's but ſho, 
Jil. I dare not with you, the venture wou'd bey 
bold in a young beginner in the Thefts of Love. 
Gmail, Her Eyes are Suns by Jove. 
Car. Oh, nothing is ſo venirous as Love, if it! 
rue. 
. Gail, Or elſe, two 8 Sars, 
All other Beawies are but Soot to her. 
Jul. But ſbou'd my Husband 
Car. He's ſafe for one dear half hour, III v 
you, come. 
Fran. — Wife here till, muſt I by 
; thunder , 
Jul. Lord, and you be ſo forward, In be gone.— 
Car. So, ber Husband, kind heart, leſt ſhe ſhoullk 
cruel, has himſelf given me thedear opportunity. 
4 


—Be ſure you keep the old Fellow in diſcourſe ankle 
.  Guil, Be you as ſure to cuckold him. 
TI Car. and i 
— Old Fellow, —prithee what Perſon of Quality is that 
Fran. Perſon of Quality! alas my Lord, tis a {i 
Citizen's Daughter. 
Suil. A Citizen's ! what clod of Earth cou'd bring 
ſuch a Beauty? 
Fran, Alas, my Lord, 1 am that clod of Earth, al 
to Earth, if you call it ſo, ſhe muſt return again, tor tel 
to be married to a Citizen this Morning. 


Guil, Ob! 1 I am ATE wounded, firſt with her | 


17 I it 
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L. Ah, my Lord, name it not, I'm this day to be 
arried, * "70 
Guil, To day! — name me the Man; Man, did I 
? the Monſter, that dares lay claim to her I deign to- 
none anſwer me,——17] make him ſmoak by 
lan- and all the reſt of the Goddeſſes. | ; 
fran. Bleſs me what a furious thing this Love is? 
Guil. By this bright Sword, that is ſo uſed to ſlaughter, 
dies; [Draws.] old Fellow, fay———the Paltroon's 


e. . | n 
. Oh oaks eds. ral tet; 55 


Ja. Ah! ſheathe your Sword, and calm your generous- 


e. c * 
1 cannot brook a Rival in my Love, the rultling, 
le of my Affection is too ſtrong to be reliſted, 
[Runs raging up and down the Stage with his 
Sword in his hand. 3 FR 
Ia. I cannot think, my Lord, ſo mean a Beauty can 
ſuddenly charm a Heart ſo great as yours, . 
Cuil. Oh! you're miſtaken, as ſoon as I caſt my eyes 
jon the Full- moon of. your Countenance, I was ſtruck; 
ind and dumb. k ; 
Fran. Ay, and deaf too, I'll be ſworn, he cou'd nei- 
r hear, ſee nor underſtand 3 this Love's a miraculous 
g. . 
Cuil. And that Minute, the moſt renoun'd Don Gui. 
mo Roderigo de Chimeny Sweperio, became your Gally- 
VC, ml ſay no more, but that I do love. and 
will love, —and that if you are but half ſo willing as 1 
will dub you, Viſcounteſs de Chimeny Sueper io. | 1 
Va. lam in Heaven, ah! I die, Jacinta. SH 1 
ow can I credit this, that am ſo much unworthy ? 
Cuil. I'll do't, ſay no more, [I'll do't. 
Fran, Do't, but my Lord, and with what face can I. - i 
t off. Seignior Antonio, hum. | | 15 
Cuil. Antonio, —hy, Pages, give order that Antonie 18 
inſtantly run thro the Lungs—d'ye hear ? 4 if 
Fran, Oh, bold, hold, my Lord! run thro the 
pngs ! | 
Fake. Ii ſhall be done, my Lord! but what Antonie 2: 9 
F 5 | Guilt, 


3 


130 TheFarst Count. 

ail. Why any Antonio; all the Antonios that 
find in Cadiz. | | WE 

Fran, Oh, what bloody-minded Monſters theſe Ind 
are fi. But, my Lord, PII ne'er give you the tn 
ble of killing kim, 1'1} put him off with a handſom CG 
pliment; as thus, — Why, look ye, Friend Anti 
the buſineſs is this, my Daughter Iſabella may mam 

Lord, and you may go fiddle.— 

Suil. Ay, that's Civil, and if he do not deſi, 11h 
unpeople Spain but III kill him; for, Madam, Pl | 
you what happened to me in the Court of France 
was a Lady in the Court in love with me, ſhe to 

= liking to my Perſon which ——-=l think. 
will confeſrwn—— 

Ja. To be the moſt accomplifht in the World. 

' Guil. 1 had ſome fixſcore Rivals, they all took Snuff 
that is, were angry——— at which 1 ſmiled; 0 
were incenſed; at which-1 laught, ha, ha, ha, — Hail 
they rag'd, I. when 1 met em. Cockt, thus 
en paſſani—juftled em thus. — [Overthrous Fra 
They turn'd and frown'd,—thus,—I drew. 

Fran. What, on all the fixſcore my Lord? 

Gui. Al), al; fa, fa, quoth I, ſa ſa ſa, ſa ſa ſa. 

5 20 Fences him round the Stay 
p: Fran. Hold, hold, my Lord, I am none of wely 

RE. : | 

Guil. And run em all thro the Body t 

Fran. Oh Heavens! and kilPd en. ah. 29% 

Guil. Not a Man, only run em thro the body 4 
tle, that's all, my two Boys were by, my Pages here. 

. ls it the faſhion, Sir, io be auended by Page f 
big? | R | 
| Gai, Pages of Honour always ;—thefe were tinted a 
nurſe, or they had been good proper Fellows. 

Fran, 1 am fo frighied with this relation, that L mul 
up io my Wife's Chamber for a little of that ſtrong Cor 
dia} that recovered her this morning. 1 

cad + [Going ont Guil, flays hin 


— 


Gail. Why, Flt tell you Sir, what an odd fort of i 


Veund | received in a Duel che ocher day,—aay, * 
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| ſhew it you; in a very odd place in my back parts 

ra untuck vi W abe Ladies rb. 

4. Ah. a 

* She a Wound behind; Sit! the Ladies wilt 
* — are a Coward. 
Gui, Peace Child, peace, the Ladies widerftind Dael-- 
g as little as my felt; but, ſince you are ſo .tender- 
arted, Ladies, I'll not ſhew = wound; but faith, it 
pled my dancing. Page comes in. 
5%. My Lord, now you talk of dancing, here's yo 
Pegage brought from a-board the Gally: by your Seamen,, 
Who us'd to entertain you with their'ruftick Sporis. 
Guil, Very well; Sir, with your permiſſion; I am re- 
lved whether you will or no, to give che Ladies ſome 


yertiſement,—bid em come * nay, Sir, you ſtir not. 
| Er. Page. 
b for your delight, Sir, I do't; for Sir, you muſt un- 
ſtand, a Man, if he have any thing in him, Sir, of 
onour, for the cafe, Sir, lies thus, 15 not the buſineſs 
an Army to droll upon an Enemp-—eruth is, every 
an loves a whole skin 3 — but twas the fault of the 
ſt Stateſmen in Chriſtendom to be looſe” i in the hints; 
you conceive me. a 

Fran, Very well, my Lord, III W he's fard ſpo- 

n man hy, what a Son- in- law ſhall 1 have 
have a little buſineſs, ney Lord, but mM wait on you 
Weleatly, [ oing ent. 
Gail. Sir, there is noching like your true + jelt 3 3 4 thing 
ce well done, is twice done; and” I am the happieſt 
m in the Word in your Alliance; for, Sir, 4 Noble - 
an if he have any toletable parts, is a thing much 
ore the Vulgarz oh, — here comes 0 ING 

Enter Dancers. Y 
ome, lir down by me. a 20 er 
Fran, Tit my duty to {tand, a Lord. 
Cuil. Nay, you- ſhall fit. Ce ee 
Enter Amoi | 
Ant. Good day, Sir; I: hope — not chide my 
fdineſs, I have a heile overſlept my ſelf, and am a- 


panes to ſee my lovely Bride, and all this worthy Com- 


any attend. — Bud 


8282 2 5 = 
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And Iſabeila my adopted Lad 


lifes | 


kiſs in ſign and token I am appe 
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ut you fair Creature—— _ L (7 I 
Ja. No marrying to day, Sir. 
Fran. No, Sir, no e, a 
Art. How do I dream, or this from -Franciſa! 
Guil, How now Fellow, what art thou? 
Ant. The Husband of that proud diſdainful Won 
- Gul. Another word like that—and thou art. 
Axt. What, G 
Fran. Oh, hold, bold, m Lord 1 Antonio, 1 n u 
tell you, you *reuncivil, | 
Guil. Doſt know, dull Morel, that I am a Lord, 


Ant. I b — rdon, Bu, if it be 
tals can but 7 in ſilence. fo, OY 

Guil. Alas poor Mortal! 

Ant. But, for you, Franciſco. 

Fran. Ab, dear Antonio, I vow and ſwear I can 
chuſe but weep to loſe thee 3 ; but my Daughter was by 
for a Lady, and none can help their deſtiny, - 

(hits And is it at chow capit ule me oy 

II. 

La. Take a that lietle Fellow; in pity of your li 
I ar to bid may tet and be 11. pig : 

Gut, D'ye hear, bah ?—— this. ag bas beg'd j 


Ant. Beg d my Life? "il 

Guil. Vile 2 ws dart thou retort? by 
I bras, the Women hold hin, 

Fran. oh, hold, hold, my noble Son · in · law, he ſh 


do aay ming ear Antonio, conſiqer, I was neſe 
Fatker to a Lord all days of my Life before :—my Lon, 
be paciſied, my Daughter ſhall be a Lady. E 


1/a, For my ſake ſpare bim, and be Friends with hin, 


as far as you may deign to be with a lictle Citizen, 


Gail. Fellow, J forgive thee, . my hand 1 : 
= Ap 
(Gives him his hand to kiſs, * tis all blak 


"Ant, A Por of his honourable hand, t bad like to har dr 
"I all, el, lince it muſt be ſo 1 am cor bi 
tent. : | | 2 C 
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Cuil. So, now Peace is concluded on, on all ſides, 
what ſhall we do to day beſides eating and drinking in 
abundance ; for to morrow 1 ſhall ger my ſelf in order 
for wy Marriage. 

Clar. What thinks your Honour of taking the Air 
ppon the Sea, in a Galley, a League or two ? 

Guil, With Fiddles, Drums and Trumpets, Weſtpha- 
Ia hams and Pidgeons, and the like: He Hey Rogues, 


Scoundrels, Dogs. 

Iſa. Ah, how fine i is every Aion of a great Man! 
Guil. Command a Galley to attend us preſently, _ 
—— You ſhall along, old Boy. [To Fran, 
; N Alas, I muſt ſtay at home with my Wife, my 

or 
Cuil. A Wife ! haye I a Mother-in-law too ?—ſhe muſt - 
along with us, and take a frisk, — no denial. 
Emer Carlos. 
wen Oh, are you come? Ade. 
Car. Yes, and thank thee for FR beft moment 0h nj 
Life 
Hiſt thou contrived the Voyage then ? 7 
Guil. Take no care come haſte on board our 
Honour will not lofe the Freſco of the Morning,. Follow 


me, Pages. 


Page. A your heels, my Lord— 


7— — 
— 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter, as aboard the Ship, Guiliom, Tfabella, Mace 
Julia, Antonio, Clara, Jacinta, Pedro and his Wife, 


Pages. Þ: 


Gul, T ADIES and Gb you are very welcome 
aboard Come put off to Sea, Rogues, Scoun- 

drels, Tarpaus ins, to 5 e and then, every man 

bis Bottle, —hey Page, Rogues, where are my Men? 


Come, Dread l the * or we are very hungry. 


. Ie. 
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_ Iſa, Heav'ns, What a peculiar Grace there is in eyer 
word that comes from che Mouth of a Cayalier, * 
Guil. By II r 
| Page. By Cupid, Sr., 4%, 10 b 
Gull. Cub Sirrah ! I ſay, 1'll baye it Life * 
more Thunder in the Sound: I ſay, by Mars, theſe Gallits 
are pretty neat convenient Tenements— but a1 
ſee nei er a Chimney in em; Pox.on't, what haye 
I to do with a Chimney now? _ .. .- 1 
Iſa. He is a delicate fine Perſon, Jacinta; but, me. 
thinks he does ndt make Love enough to mm. 
c. Oh, Madam, Perſons of his Quality never male 
Lovein Words, the greatneſs of their Actions ſhow their 

Fac, Ay, 'tis true all the little Fellows talk of Love, 

Guil. Come, Ladies, ſet; Come Jabella, you ate 
melancholy, Page Fill my Lady a Beer - glaſs. tc 

Iſa... th, Revue, a Beer-glas. 

Gail. O your Viſcounteſs never drinks under your 
Beer-glaſs, your Citizens Wives ſimper and ſip, and will Wl * 
be drunk without doing Credit to the Treater; bu in 
their Cloſets, they ſwinge it away, whole Slaſhes 1 Tah, n 
and egad, when a Wowan drinks by her ſelf, Glaſſes 
come thick about: your Gentlewoman, or your lit: fr 
Lady, drinks balf way, and thinks in point of good man- 
ners, ſhe muſt leave ſome at the bottom; but your true 
bred Woman of Honour drinks all, Super naculum dy 

ove. 

1/a. What a misfortune it was, that I ſhould not En. 
this before, but ſhou'd diſcover my want of ſo neceſfary 
a piece of Grandeur. | 1 

Fac, And nothing, but being fuddled, will redeem het Lo 
Credit. ns gee gen. 

Gail. Came—fall to, old Boy,—thou art not merty; ho 
what have we none that can give us a Song? 

Ant. Oh Sir, we have an Artiſt aboard f aſſure you; n 
Seignior Caſhier, ſhall 1. beg the favour of you'ro ſhaw 
your Skill ? dab nut ot” ar 
Pet. Sir, my Wiſe and and I'm at your ſervice, | 
Guil. Friend, what Lang aze can you fing?- © © Get 


88 
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pe. Oh, Sir, Singers ſpeak all Langua . 
Guil, Say ſt Jet; prithee then let's — n 
Heathen Greek. | : 0 
5 pet. That you ſhall Sir, Sol la me fa fol, ec. 
Fran, Hum, I think this is indeed Heathen Greet. 
m ſure tis ſo to me 8 
1 Guil, Ay, that may be, but I underſtand every word 
on't, | | 
Fan. Good lack, theſe Lords are very learned Men. 
pet. Now, Sir, you ſhall hear one of another Lan- 
guage from my Wie and I. LSing a Dialogue in French, 
11 Enter the Captain. 
Capt. Well, Gentlemen, tho the news be ſomethi 


5 unpleaſant that I bring, yet to noble minds tis ſport 
aſtime. | | 3 , 9 
0 Cuil. Hab, Fellow! What's that that's port and paſtime 


to noble minds. | 
* Fran. Oh Lord, no goodneſs I' warrant. © 
* 7 * i, Gentlemen, pluck up your Spirits, be bold 
| and reſolute, 121 1 3 
10 Fran, Oh Lord, bold and reſolute! why what's the 
ih, matter, Captain? oof | 9 
4; Capt. You are old, Seignior, and we expect no good 
ale WR from you but Prayers to Heaven? 1 
il. Fran. Oh Lord, Prayers to Heaven! Why I hope, Cap- 
uo nin, we have no need to think of Heaven. 5 
dy Capt. At your own Peril be it then, Seignior, for the 
Turks are coming upon us. . e 
_ Fran, Oh Lord, Turks, Turks / 


Fran, All —why they'll make Eunuchs of ue, my 

er Lord, Eunuchs of us poor men, and lie with all our Wives, 

i Gail, Shayy that's nothing, 'tis good for the Voice.— 
y; how ſweeily we ſhall ſing, ta, la, ta la la, ta la, exc. 

Fran, Ay, *(will make you ſing another note, VI] war- 

u; un: you, 3 F 
W Enter a Seaman. | 

Sea. For Heaven's ſake, Sirs, do not ſtand idle here; 

Gentlemen, if you wou' 

Glad 'em. - - [ Exit, 

et. | . Fran. 


Guil. Turks, oh is that all? [Falls to eating, 


d ſave your lives, draw, and 


. —ů 
— — 


„ 
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FO K . bes drew any thing in my Life, bu 
my Purſe, and that moſt damnably againſt my will; 
what ſhall I do ? ** | ey ; ” 
Capt. Ab, my Lor ey bear up briskly to us, with 
a freſh Gale and full Sails. us 10 5 be: 
Fran. Oh, dear Captain, let us tack about andyo 


home again, 


> 


Cape, Tis impoſſible to ſcape, we muſt fight it our, 


Fran. Fight it out! oh I'm not able to indure it. 


why, what the Devil made me a ſhip- board? 1p 
| | Ilex. Can 


Sail. Why, where be theſe Turks P Set me 10 'em, 


YI ole 'em ſmoke, Dogs, to dare attack a man dl 
aality. 
3 Oh, the Inſolence of theſe Turks / do they knoy 
who's aboard? For Heaven's fake, my Lord, do not ex: 
poſe your noble Perſon. | | 
Guil. What, not fight Not fight! A Lord, and not 
fight ? Shall 1 ſubmit to Fetters, and ſee my Miſtreſs r 
viſh'd by any great Turk in Chriſtendom, and not. fight? 
Ja. I'd rather be raviſh'd a thouſand times, than you 


ſhould venture your Perſon, [Seames ſhous within, 


Fran. Ay 1 dare ſwear. _ - 
FR Enter Seaman. 
Sea, Ah, Sins, what mean you? Come on the. Deck 


for ſhame. 1 i . 8 
Ant. My Lord, let us not tamely fall, there's danget 
near. | I [Drau, 


Guil. Ay, ay, there's never ſmoke, but there's ſome 
fire Come let's away —— ta la, tan ta la, la a 27, 
| raws, 
Fn [Exit finging, and Antonio 125 Pet, 
Fran. A Pox of all Lords, 1 ſay, you muſt be janting, 
in the Devil's name, and God's dry Ground wou'd not 
ferve your turn, | Shout heft. 
Ob how they thunder! What ſhall I do? oh for 
ſome Auger · hoſe to thruſt my head into, for 1 could never 
indure the noiſe of Cannons, ——h tis. inſupportable,— 
and not to be indur C. 
Running as mad about the Stag. 
10 


pg rt — — 
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Iſa. Dear Father, be not ſo frighted. [I eeps 
Fran, Ab, Crocodile, wou'd * hadſt wept thy Eyes 


he had never lov'd thee, and then we had never deen i in- 
vited a ſhip- board. [A noiſe of fighting, 
Enter n pet. a Antonio, driven in fighting by. 
Guzman and other Turks. 
Ant. * „Sir, the Turks have boarded us, we're lod, 
were lo 


Gul, Hold, bold, I ay, you are now in the preſence 
of Ladies, and *is uncivil to fight before Ladies. 
Guz, Yield then, you are our Slaves. 
| Guil, Slaves, no Sir, we're Slaves to none but the 1 
dies. [ Offers to fight. 
Ja. Oh hold, rude man,. ye know whom you en- 
counter ? 
Guz, What's here—one dead— [ Looking on Franciſco, 
Fran, Oh, Lord! 
| Guz, Or, if he be not, he's old, and paſt ſervice, 
ht? weill kill the Chriſtian Dog out of che way, 
70 Fran. Oh, hold, hold, I'm no Chriſtian, Gentlemen; 
but as errant 2 Heathen as your ſelves. 
Guz, Bind him ſtrait, neck and heels, and clap bim un- 


der hatches. 


eck Jul. Oh, ſpare him, Sir, look on his Reverend Age. | 


Guz, For your ſake, Lady, much may be done, we've 
get need of handſom Women. 


2 [Grves her to ſome Torks that are by. 
me Fran, Hah n Wife! þ My Wife raviſh'd — oh 
7 I'm dead. E. 


a. J.. Fear not, my dear, rn rather die than do thee 
et, Wrong. 

0g 2 Wou'd ſhe wou'd, quickly, chen there's her 
ot WY Honour ſay'd, and her Ranſom, which is. better, | 
wy Guz, Down with the muttering Dog; {He deſcends. 
or — And take the Ladies to ſeveral Cabins. 

vet [The Turks tate hold of the Men. 


N * τπ .. the fon cruel Deſtiny 1. 


J [ Weepse 
4 Gui 


out long ago, that thou hadſt never ſeen this Count; then 


Fran. Oh, I am flain, I'm lain. { Falls down, 


— 
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' Gil, Alas! this Separation's worſe than Death, 
| Tfa. Lou poſſibly may ſee ſome Twrkifſh Ladies, thy 
may inſnare your Heart, and make you faithlefs; 
but I, ah Heavens” if ever I'change my Love, may 1 be. 
come deformed, and loſe all hopes of Title or of Graz 
* | 
Guil, But ſhould the Grand Seignior behold thy Beauy, 
thou wou'd(t deſpiſe thine own dear bonꝝ Viſcount to by 
2 Sultana. 
Ia. A Sultana, what's that? 
Guil. Why, tis a ſhe great Turk, a Queen of Turkey, 
1/a. Theſe dear expreſſions go to my Heart. | We, 
And yet a Sultans is a tempting thing [Aſide ſmiling. 
And you ſhall find your 1fabellarrue, — tho the Grand 
Seignior would lay bis Crown at my feet, ——you'd be 
wou d try me tho Heavens! to be Queen of 1k 
ae 


[4 
Guil. May I'believe thee, but when thou ſ 
difference, alas, I am but a Chimney —— hun, nothing 
to a great Turk. 


Y/a, Is he ſo rare a thing ? Oh that I were a ſhe 
great rr. Ia. 
Guz. Come, come, we can't attend your amorous 
Par] Parts en. 


eys. 
Jul. Alas, what ſhall we poor Women do? | Ex. Men. 
I. We mult een haye F, Madam, and be 
raviſht. | 
_Cla. Raviſht! | Heavens forbid, 


eaſe the Lor by let nails row 2 inſt 
bo etl bag? % 7 : 0 


Iſa. And 0 will I, for Im vet none ſhould rayiſt 
me but the great Turk." © 

uz. Come, Ladies, you are Diſhes to o be ſerv d 51 

dhe board of the 07820 Seignior. 
; 1 Why, will he eat us all!??? 

A ſlice of each, perhaps, as he finds bis Appei 

| incſin d. 
= Alice, unciyil Fellow, —as if this Beauty were 

for a bit and away Sir,” a word,. Hf you will do 
me the fayour, to recommend f me to * firſt ſerygd up y 


the 


The FA LSR CO ux T. 1 
the Grand Seignior, I ſhall remember the Civility when 


rea... UID! won eral , 
the 9 Lady, he is his own Carver, a good word by the 
* bye, Ox ſo, will do well, and I am Favorite 

L Iſa, Are you ſo ? here, take this Jewel, -in earneſt 


of greater Fav our — | {Giver him a Jewel. 
ing! 2 [Exeunt all, 


wy, | | 3" 
i SCENE II. 4 Garden 
by, Enter Don Carlos and Lopez. EN 911 


L Cir. But, why fo near the Land 7 by Heaven Is. 
„ch ation of the Fight, from yonder grove of Jeſſaminez 
5 and doubtleſs all beheld it rpm the Town. 2 

Lob. The Captain, Sir, de ſign'd it ſo, and at the Har- 
bour gave it out thoſe two Galleys were purpoſely prepared 
7 to entertain the Count and the Ladies with the repreſenta- 
boa of a Sea. fight 4 left he noiſe of the Guns ſhould alarm 
N the Town, and, taking it for a real fight, houd have 
eee our Supplies, and ſo have ruin'd our — } 


Car. Well, have we all things in readineſs 
„. Al, Sr, al. 15 


1 Eater Page. 5 SBA) TRY 

10 Page. My Lord, a Barge from the Galley is juſt arriy d 

be Garden - Stairs. 

de Enter Guzman, — | - 
Car, I'Il retite then, and fit me for my part of this 

arce, $4 fndp Way. a J WE 
Guz, My Lord muſt retire, they'ce juſt bringing 
oft the Old l 3 | 35 50g 


un . Prithee how does he take his „ 
Guz. Take it, Sir! he has caſt himſelf into a Fir, and 
has lain like one in a Trance this half hour; *tis im : 


or him. t0 ſpeak Senſe this fortnight; I'll ſecure his Rea- 
ſon a play-day for ſo long at leaſt 3 your Servants, in 
te e babits, are nom his Guards, who will keep him 


be enough from hindeting your deſigns with Julia. 
4 Car. Whatever you do, have a care you do not oyer- 
vb the Coxcomb, and make a Tragedy of our Comedy. 


the | Cs. 
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Gux. Ion warrant you, Sir, mind your Love-affain;. 

be s coming in,. retire, — 

| : [Ex. Car. and Page and Iop, 
Enter ſome Turks with Franciſco' in chains, aua lay hin 
| down on a Bank. 
5 by Turk, Chriſtiad, ſo ho ho, Slave awake. 
1 | { Rubbing and calling hin 

Fran. Hah ! where am 1 ?—my Wife, —my Vil 

where am I? ———— hak! what are you? 
Ghoſts,——.Devils, antes, — no anſwer 
bah, bound in chains. Slaves, where am I ? 

1 Turk, They underſtand not your Language; dit], 
yo am a Renegado Spaniard, underſtand | you when you 

ſpeak civilly, which I adviſe you to do. ; 

3 Do you know me, Friend? | 
1 Turk. I know you to bea Slave, and the Great Tur 
Slave too. 

Fran. The Great Turk, . ** may why 
where am I, Friend? 

1 Turk. Within the Territories of the Grand Seignior 
and this a Palace of Pleaſure, where he recreates bintef 
with his Miſtreſſes. ; 

Fran, And how far is that from Cadiz „ 
care 12 my Wife, Friend, my own Wife. 

1 Turk, "Your own, a true Muſſelman cou d bare 
= no more; but take no care for her, ſhe's provided 
Fran, Is we dead! ? That wou'd be ſome embed e 
1 Turk. No, ſhe's alive, and in good handz. 

Fran. And in good hands! oh, my head! and, oh m 
heart ! tent tempeſts burſt the belly of this day, 
wherein old Franciſco vyentur'd. Liſe and Limbs, Liber) 
and Wife to the mercy of theſe Heathen Turks. 

1 Turk. Friend, you need not thus complain; 2 goo 

round Ranſom redeems ye. 
Fran. Around Ranſom ! I'll rot in wy chains fil, 
before I'll part wich a roundranſom. 

1 Turk. You have à fair Wife, and need not fear good 
uſage, it ſhe knows how to be kind. You apprehend me. 

n. Patience, good Lord. rar 
4 : 
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1 Turk. Perhaps the Grand Seignior may like her, and 
o be fayour'd by him is ſuch a 2 ! 
Fran. As the Devil take me if I deſi re. 
1:Turk. And then you may in triumph laugh at all the 
eſt of your Brother Cuckolds. | ; | 

Fran, -Hum, and has the Devil ſery'd me thus? 
ut no matter, I muſt be gadding, like an old Coxcomb, 
0Cadiz,—and then, jaunting to Sea, with a Pox, to take 
ains to be a Cuckold, to bring my Wife into a ſtrange 


ad not honeſt Chriſtian Cuckold- makers enough at home, 
dot that I was, not to conſider how many Merchants have 
deen undone. by truſting their Commodities out at Sea; 


ne, and more for my Wife, becauſe ſhe's handſome and 
hen, tis ten to one, I have her turned upon myhands the 
vorſe for wearing; oh, damn 'd Infidels! no, tis reſoly d, 
[ILlive a Slave bere, rather than enrich them. | 
1 Turk, Friend, you'll -kaow your Deſtiny preſently 5 
or 'tis the cuſtom. of the Great Turk to view the Cæptives, 
and conſider of their Ranſoms and Liberties, according to 
his pleaſure, - See he is coming forth with the Vixier 
Baſſa. 

* Carlos and Guzman as Turks with Followers. 
Moſt mighty Emperor, behold your Captive, 

Fran, Is this the Great Twrk ? 

1 Turk, Peace. | | | 

Fran, Bleſs me! as we at home deſcribe him, I thought 
he Great Turk had been twice as big; but I fhall find him 
yrant big enough, I'll warrant him. X 
Guz, Of what Nation art thou, Slave? ſpeak tothe. 
Emperor, he underſtands thee, tho he deign not to hold 
diſcourſe · with Chriſtian Dogs. 

Fran. Oh fearſul— Spain, ſo pleaſe you, Sir. 

Guz, By Mahomet, he il make a reverend Eunuch. 
Fran. An Eunuch! oh, Lord! 


Ne bas done my buſineſs already. 
Cu. Fellow, what art? 


17 
1 
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0d 
lt 
0d 
Nes 
f. 


Fran, 


The FALSE Counts. 141 


Land, amongſt Unbelievers, with a vengeance, as if we 


by, what-a damn'd ranſom will the * exact frum 


1 Ture, Ay, Sir, to guard his Miſtreſſes, tis an bonour. 
Fran, Oh! Mercy, Sir, that honour you may ſpare, 


[ 
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142 The Fatrsn Count. 
Fran. Aut - your” Worltip; Leanne tells 
E — N 
Fran. An' t pleaſe yout bene ue dees bun 

— me, I cannot tell en ee thing or bs 
Ing. | . | 

7 Thy Name, dull Mortal; know chow net tha A... 
Fran. An't pleaſe you Grace, now 1 reruetaber m 

mechinks L do. | 
Guy, Dog, how art thou calld ? © © 
Fran. An't like you Excellence, Men call'd'itie Scip 

Don Franciſco, but now they will call me Coxcomb, thei 

- Guz, Of what Trade? 


Fran. Ar't-pleaſe e Highneſs, + Genes, 14 
| Guy: How much doſt thou get a day by that Tra 


Tun. Ar't like your Majeſty, our Gentlemen nee 
get but twice in all their lives; that is, when Fathers dis 
they get good Eſtates; and when they marry, they ge 
rich Wives: but 1 know what your Mightinefs won d gg 
by going into my . eng: Song. rhe Denis. W. 


- Guz. What, Fool ? at 
| Fran, A good Gate, an't pleaſe your- Itlyftriouſ 
neſs, C 
ux. Slave! To my Face! ——Take lim away, ny 7; 
let him have the Strapad | 


Car. Baridama Dermadk, © 
Fran. Heavens, what ſays he? 
I Turk. He means to end 
Fran. Caſtrated! Oh that's ſome dreadful thiog 1 
warrant, Gracious Great Turk, for 1 $ is 
excuſe me; alas, I've loſt wy wits, 
eins Galero Gar dines ? | 
Guz. The Emperor asks if thou art arid Fellow, 
Fran. Hah—Married I was, an't like your Mon- 
ſtrouſgeſs, but, I doubt, your People have ſpoiled wy fe Qu 
" 22 His Wife, with other Ladies, in a Pavillion it 
the Garden, attend your Royal pleafure, 
Car. Go, fetch her hither preſently, * | Ex. Gun 


1 Tutk 
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1 Turk. This is no common Honout, that the Great 


pot dogs 10 peak your Language 5,6 ig fed 


File, 


Fran. Yes, by the height of a of Horns. 

- Car. Is ſhe Walen a | 
Fran. Oh, What an Ague ſhakes my Heart,—band- 

em! alas, no, dread as what ſhou'd ſuch a deform'd 

mn, o!ecat as I do with a handſora Wife? 


Car. Is ſhe young ? 
Fran, Young, —what ſhou'd ſuch an old eng Coxs 
omb as I do with a e Pox on him for a Hea- 
then Whoremaſter. 5 8 

Car, Old is ſhe hen? 

Fran. Ay, very old, an't ee your Gloriouſneſa. 

Car. Is ſhe not capa ble o Love ? 

Fran. Hum, ſo e fire conceal'd in a Tindet box, 
J ſhall run mad. 

Car. Is ſhe witty? 

Fran, I'm no competent i 200 like your. Holi- 

ee. This Catechiſm was certainly of the Devil's 

own making. LAſide. 

ater Guzman, bringing in Julia, Clara, Iſabella, Jacinta, 
Guiliom, Antonio, c. Women veil'd, 

Car, Theſe, Sir, are all the Slaves of Note are taken. 
Iſa. Doſt think, "Facinta, be he'll chafe me ? 

Fac, I'll warrant you, Madam, if he looks with my 
Eyes. | 
3 Stand forth, | (To the Men, 

Cuil. S:and forth, Sir! why, ſo I can; Sir, I dare ſhow 
my Face, Sir, before any Great Twrk in Chriftcadow., 

Car, What are you, Sir ? | 

Guil. What am I, Sir ? Why, I'ma Loed, a 10 

Fran. What are you mad to own your Quality, he'll 
vk the Devil and all of a ranſom, 

Guil. No matter for that, I' not loſe an Inch of. my 
Quality for a King 'sranſom ; 3 diſgrace my ſelf before — 
ar Miſtreſs) _ | 

Iſa, That's as the Great Turi and I ſhall agree. 


JI N *. 
Au. 


7? 


S Car. What are you, Sir? 


urks 
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Ant. A Citizen of Cad i. . 
- "Car. Set em by, we'll conſider of their ranſoms 
now unveil the Ladies. [Guzman unveils Jacing 
Fran. Oh, dear Wife, now or never ſhow thy Loxe, 
make a damnable face upon the filthy Raviſher. 
glut thy Eyes thus—and thruſt out thy uper lip, thus, — 
7 | __ {Guzman preſents Jacinu 
Guil. Oh, dear Iſabella, do thee look like a Dog too. 
Iſa. No, Sir, I'm reſolv'd I'll not loſe an Inch of ay Wi 5 
Beauty, to fave ſo trifling a thing as a Maiden head, f a 
Car. Very agreeable, pretty and chearful — _ G 
[Sho is veil d and ſet by : Then Clara is unveil, 
A moſt divine bud of Beauty all Nature's Excellenee 
—drawn to the life in little, —what are you, fair one! 
Cla. Sir, I'm a Maid. | 
Fran. So, I hope he will pitch upon her. 
Cla. Only, by promiſe, Sir, I've given my ſelf away, 
Car. What happy Man cou'd claim a title in thee, 
And truſt thee to ſuch danger? 
1/a, Heavens, ſhall I be defeated by this little Creature 
What pity twas he ſaw me not farſt ? 2 
Ca. 1 dare not name him, Sir, leſt this ſmall Beau 
which you ſay adorns me, Thou'd gain him your diſpler 
ſire ; he's in your preſence, Sir, and is your Slave. 
Car. Such Innocence this plain Confeſſion ſhows, nam 
me the man, and 1'll refign thee'back to him. 
Fran. A Pox of his Civility. 
Ant. This Mercy makes me bold to claim aol 
2 | 3 TKseel, 
Car. Take her, young man, and with it both your Rat 
ſoms. | 
_ Guil. Hum—bum—very noble i' faith, we'll e'en con 
feſs our loves too, 1/abella. 5 | 
I. S'life he'll ſpoil all, —bold—pray let your Betters be 
ſery'd before you. M 
- Guil. How! Is the Honour of my Love deſpiſed ?—- 
wer t not i' ch preſence of the Great Turk, for whom 
have a reverence becauſe he's a man of quality.. 
Fove Ld draw upon you. | 
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1a. Becauſe you were iny Loyer onice, Wir Im 1Qucen 
- 1.534 "7 pY { 
| rag ers her, and leads ber to cia The 
making ridicutous action! of Civiliry,” | 

Car. What aukard, fond, conceited thing art. thou? 

eil her, and take the taudr 7 Crearure __.. 

Gail. Hum pour jeſty's humble Servant, Ka 

12 rar. his Hat (11 APR 

From, Hom? eſe my 42 2 too! Ir fee the Lot 

2 Cuckold wil fall to . : 

Guz. This i is the Wie, Great Si, of this old Slaves 
{Unveils Julia. 

Car, Hah! what do 1 FR by Maher ſhe's fair. 

Fran. So, ſo, ſhe's condemn'd; ob, damn'd "Maho- 

tan, Mahometan Cannibal! ! will norhing but raw fleſh 

rye his tun? 

Car, Il ſee no more, — ber 1 baye fir d wy 

art, | SOL 7 

Fran, Oh,' Monifter of Grand Seigitior EE 

Guts. Have you a mind to be flead, —_ 

car. Receive my Handkerchief. [Throws it to her. 

Fran, His Handkerchief! bleſs me, What does he 

dean ? 

GN. To do ber the honour to lie with her to night. 

Fran, Oh, hold, moſt mighty Turk. { Kneeling, 

Gut, Shave, dareſt thou i interrupt en, . Dog. 

Fran. Hold, hold, I'm ſilent. 

Car. I love you, fair one, and defign t to make you— 

Fran. A moſt notorious Strumper, | A Pox of his 

durteſy, | 

Car, Find Eyes you have like- e blue * 

arming, a pretty Mouth, Neck round and white as 

liſt Alabaſter, and a Complexion beauteous as an 

noel, a Hair fit to make Bonds to infnare the God of 

oe. a {prightly Air, a Hand. like Lats 

nite, and Lips, no Roſes opening in a Morning are 

If ſo ſweet and ſoft. ö 

Fran. Oh, damn'd circumcifed Turk. 

Car. You ſhall be call'd the beautiful Sultana, 

nd rule in my Seraglio dreſt w_— Jewes.  .- 

Vo L, III. Fray. 
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| hos, 3 wou'd they were en bandlomely at the do 


( Yeth er. 1 1 22 Fx 2 21 
Lips a little, 


of her ſelf; but 1 can hold no longer: and is g 
if there were not ſingle Harlots enough in the Work! 


Fran | defy thee, thou foul filthy Cabbage bead 


ran. Sure I ſhal I hal . burſt with Vengeance. 
/, Sir, let your irtue regulate your P; en, 
For I can ne'er love any but my Husband. 
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Fran. Ah dillembling Wich! C 
Jul. And wou'd not break my Marriage Vous 00 


Yor all the "BONO you can heap upon me. 

Fran. Say, and bold; but Sultana Land precious 0 
are damnable Temptations,— beſ des, the Rogue ＋ Ja 
and handſome, . What, a ſcornſul look 


Gus. Dog, do you mutter? 
Fran. Oh nothing, nothing, but the Pall ok 


' Guz. Slave, go, and on your knees reſign your M 
Fan. She's of years of diſcretion, and- may ily 


Mahometan Conſcience, to take other Mens Wine 


ln rg 
ux. Peace, thou . Chriſtian. — 
Fran. I ſay, Peace thou over - grown . urk. 
Gu. Thou Spaniſh Cur, 
Fran. Why you're a Mahometan Bitch, * you! 


to that. 
Gux. Death, I'll dia the bald-patd Slave. 0 


1 am mad, and will be valiant. 
0 [6uz, throws his Torkent ath 
Car. What Inſolence is this !——Mutes——ſtax 
bim. [| They pur a Bou. ftring about hit n 
Jul. Mercy, dread Sir, I beg my Husband's life, 
Car, No more, — this fair one bids you Jive; 
"henceforth, Franciſco, I pronounce you a Widower, 
"Thall N ard ou, for the time to come, as the decedl 
Husban e Great Sultana, murmur not upon pain 
being lex an 1 take him away. 
Jl. Go, and be ſatisfied, I'll die before 1'll yield, 
Fran. Is this my going to Sea (its Plague 
loſing Battels light on thee. b 


Ca 
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When ill ſucceſs ſhall make thee idle . 
Mayſi than in bed be impotent as I. 
car. Commang dur Slaves to give us} fome diver- 1 
n; : 13 


1155 his Chains, and uſe bim 10 reſpect, Rc he 


as the Husband of our beloved Sultana. 
Fran, I ſee your, Cuckold might have a life. good e- 


gh if he cou d be contented. LIT hey þ all off his . 
[Carlos and Julia fit an Umbrellas 


7 


1e 10.2 fen © 1 Yet * 
a! Net 8 7 n 
1 0 "The: SON G. 
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How | figngely wr my. Paſſion OI? 

Divided equally twixe two? 

 \Damon;/46, peter fubdued my. Heart, e ee 
Had not Alexis took his part : Dy 00 
Nor cou d Alexis. powerful prove, 147 40 51 
Wichous n Damon, ald. ee eee 1 
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When my | Alexis avant 1% | | 
Then I for Damon gh and mourn 5 5 
But when Alexis I do miſt, | 
Ju Damon gains not hing but my Scorn 8 + 
And, if it chance they hoth are , 
For both, alas ! I langaiſb, lab, and die 


" 
th ITY: 
| Cure then, N wighty winged Ge u 
ath This raging Fever in my Blood. 40.7 


One golden: pointed Dart take. back; .. 
But which, ..O. Cupid, wilt thou tale? 
if Damon? 6, all my. bopes ar- ew 7 
* FOR th of HOES, 4 ane 


\ * ” 
Ts a © 


— —P Woe of Ss 


Enter N which dince an Auricl. 
Car, Come, my dear Julia, ns retire to ſhades, 
Aſide to her. 
ſhere only thou and I can find an entrance ; % 
teſe dull, the neceſſary delays of ours 
G 2 
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Have drawn wy Love to an impatient heigbt. 

— theſe Gaptiyes, at a reſpectful 

| 0 8. "OF Ex. all bat — 0 
Guil. What wou'd the Great Sultana ? © 
Ifa. Ah! do not pierce wy" Heart wih rok nk 


neſs. 
Sul. Ha, ha, be hari e bc, 1 hav 
ters Writ to 8 0 y Merchant,<1 will be 
'Inftantly. © L 
Iſa. Ah wel Count : 
Guil, Meaning me, Lady ! my fy! no, I am 2800 
drel; 1 a Count, ab, ms 1. a” Dos, a very Chin 
bum,—a Son of a Whore, * not worthy your notice, 
I/a. Oh, Heavens! f 1 ey you? en? 50, 
die firſt. 
Gail. Die, die, then; \ for your barer muſt bil 
before you. Aden 
Ia. Oh! 1 dab rave f. ble and lovely re are, 
you not wear to marry me, and male hy Viſcoun 
Guil. Ay, that was once when I was a Lover; 
now you are a Queen, your too high Fb mouth fern b 
Iſa. Ah ! name it not ; Will you be Riil hard dent | 
Guil. As a —— by Woe, 
Ja. Have you r Love?" fy NOW] 
Guil. Ive a bad memorß 5 
Iſa. And wit You les uns. 0 2 ain ier 
Guil, 1 know nothing of the matter, 
Ia, Oh Heavens! and ſhall: be no Viſcounteſi 
Guil. Not for me, fair Lady, by Jupiter,. 
no,. Qieen 8 much de Met Kg > nt aftron 
man of Honour, à Viſeount that wou'd have tool 
to his Bed. after half tbe Town had blen up 
you, withont examihing either Portion or Hond 
and wou'd have took you fof better for worſe——Dal 
I'll untile Houſes, and demoliſh Chimneys, but III 
revenged; © I Draws, and is going u 
iſa. Ab, Hold! vat! Kage jeſt, 1'muſt-confeſs;) 
 * pardon the frailty of my Sex's vanity ; $ beholg my T 
that ſue for Pity to you.” 
{he weep; he fands looking ＋ 


oo "BD R————  — — — 
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wil, My rage difolvess of 

[/as i = — Death, Or Pity... ect 4 maps 
ail, I cannot hold z— but if 1 ſhou'd 135 — and 
g you, you wn A be gadding after honout gil, long- 
o be a ſhe Great Jur K again. | 
. Break not my heart With ſuch ſuſ vicions of och 
ail, And is it pute and tender Love Gt my Prion, 

J got for my. gloriqus Title 85 E Jp 

a, Name not your Tiles, tis your Hi Llows 

ur ande ſweet and charming ſelf, 3 
I cou'd almoſt wiſh: You: Were eee cy 

let you ſee-my Love. | God Wn? 

ail, I am — 7 IAG 21411 (4466.6 29; 4 avmoW 


„ v6 251i WW bait seed mad: pry ew! y' 


* 


af Ts m reſpect of Honour makes her. guegzñ 
| Her Love's the ſame ſhou'd 1 ery—Chimney Ao 
an ban J %. „ Ae: 1 ne a 


dew k nancy ils 1 — — — 2 XA — 
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by Francilca al Maud . $1949) 16 
OW am I afraid to walk in this 5 
left I ſhou'd ſpy my own 2 Wife lying 
b the Great Turk. in Freſco, upon ſome of theſe fine 
1 Banks, and learning how 19, make ate. in 
key, . 

Enter Gyzman and Jacinta... 
v2, Nay, dear Jacinta, caſt an eye of pity on me. 
hat, deny he Vixier Baſſa? 
jar, When you are honeſt Guzman again, II tell you- 
ce of my mind. | 
FA 44 5 opportunity will not be kind to Guzman, as 
lne Grand Baſſa; therefore, dear Rogue, let's retire 
d theſe kind ſhades, or, it foolifh Virtue be ſo ſquea- 
G 3 miſh, 
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10 The Fs Cones! 


miſh, and needleſs Reputation ſo nice, that Mr, . 


muſt ſay Amen to the bargain, there is an old! louſy Fi 
belonging to this Villa, that will give us a "call of 
Office; for I am a little impatient about this * | 


Greatneſs having infus'd a'tertaia itch i n Blood, u 
I felt not whilſt a common Man 
Fran. Um, w 


why; what” have we here, pen 00 


cinta and the Baſſa? 1 hope the Jade will be Tic 


with a vengeance, and have Circumciſion in abundatt 
and the Devil ſhall ranſom ber for old ae | 
Fac. Hah, the old Gentleman! | 
Fran, What, the Frolick is to ere Ie 
Women have a happy time on't;—- 2 [oh 
Guz. Men that have kind Wives may + as bay 
you'll have the honioar of being made a  Cuckold, 
be prais 0. 
Fran. Ay, Sir, I thank ye, ana under the l 
how does my Wife pleaſe. his Grace the Great Turi! 
_ Gu«z,, Murmuring again, 8 4 Slave. N | 
Fran. Who, I? O Lor Sir! not I, why w 
is chere in being a Cuckold? . Y 5 A 
Gux. Hurt, Sirrah, you ſhall be fwioged i into 2 be 
that it is an honour for the py Turk to homey y 
Wife. 


Fran. But for the Lender to pay. Uſe-money, is ſon 


what ſevere ; but, ſee he comes, —bleſs me, hoy gn 1 


he looks ! 
| Enter Carlos. 


Car. Come hither, Slaye,—why was it that I gaye | 
Life ? diſmiſs'd the retten from thy aged Limbs? 


Fran. For love of my Wife and't pleaſe your l 
rouſneſs. 


Car. Gave vod free leave to range the Palace coun, 


cepting my Apartment only ? 
1 Still for my Wife's ſake, 16, and't like yt 
Hideouſneſt. 


Car. And yet this Wife, this moſt ungeitteful Wie! 


yours, again wou'd put your Chains on, expoſe f. 


Life to Dangers an] new Torments, by a too ſiubbe 


Virtue, ſhe does refuſe my Courtſhip, and wor 


cChaſte. 


Hen 


n 
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an, Alas ( what pity's that?! | 
Car, 1 offer d much, loy'd much, but all in vain ; - 


band and Honour ſtill-was the reply. 
Fran, Good lack! j thay ſhe ſhou'd have no more Grace 


ore her Eyes. 
Car. But, Slave, hebold theſe. e that fatal Iu- 
ment of Death behold too, and in em read thy doom, 
. Wife of yours be not made — 10 my 
Idre 
Fran, O Heavens! I make her. 
Car. No more, thy Fate is fix PIR) here attend, : 
he himſelf deliver his willing Wife into my Arms 5 
ſa, attend 5 an ſee i i de rtorm d 
"(7 his " Mute, then to "C2 
[Ex: Car. 
Gut, Go, one of you, and led the fair Slave hither. 
Ex. Turk. 
Fran, 1 pimp for my own Wife 1 I hold the door to 
own Fleſh and Rood! O monſtrum N / 
oz. Nay, do't, and do't handſomly too, not with # 
Ivelling Countenance, as if you were compelb d to't; 
t with the face of Aathority, and the awful command 
a Husband—or thou dyeſt. 
Enter Turk and Julia. 
Fran, My dear Julia, you are a Fool, my Love. 
Jul, For what, dear Husband ? | 
Fran. 1 ſay, a ſilly Fool, to refuſe the Love of ſo 
en a Turk ; why, what a Pox makes you ſo coy ? 
[Angri Yo 
Jul, How)! this from you, Franciſco. 
Han. Now does my Heart begin to fail me; and 
t | ſhall ne'er endure ſtrangling neither; why, am 
dt your Lord and Maſter, hah ? 
* Heavens! Husband, What wou'd you have me 
Fran, Haye you do . 1 wou'd have ye 
e ſee "twill not out; why I wou'd have ye lie 
ih the Sultan, Huſwife; 1 wonder how the Devil 
u haye the face to refuſe him, ſo handſom, ſo young 


Lover ; come, come, let me hear no more of your 
G 4 Coynels, 


152 Tbe, FE E COUNT; 
Coyneſs, Miſtreſs, for if I do, 1 ſhall be hang d; I 
The Great Twrk's a. moſt worthy Gentleman, and they 
fore 1 adviſe 3 to do as he adviſes Jou; and the 
take you bot 2:4 Þ 25, MW 
Ful, This from my Husband, old Franciſe / 
viſe me to port with my dear Hopour. r 
7 Fraps Rath i than part witch: Roda . e i 


e. 93% 10 365 
"Tut Have 5 you © coulldered' the Virtue of a Witt 
ane No, but 1 haye. conſidered the Neck of 2 


. 
10 which Vue belors TU loſe, 1.1 d 40 
fan Deaths. 3G 33 99, , bezus 
Fran. So will u = fone: 1 1 Pox of her Virtue, 
Vomen gre = vütuous in a wrong place. [L 
I fa F980 ſhall be Kind e the, {wear Sultan. 
72 A rob my Husband of his right ! 
Fran. Shaw, Exchange is no Robber yy. 
Jul. And ſorſake my g Vine, en enn Den 
Cuckold. 


63 95 77 moſt of, the "Heroes of the World, 


i 


aa prithee Hony go, do, me the FORO 10 


Br a little, if not for Leg for e 


Jul. Are you in fpfffeſtes N an 
Fran. k am. sb uM 
Jul. And Wo ie it not  dilpleaſe 3 you? RET 
Fran. I fay, no; bad it been; Aquinius's Cafe, tol 

ſav'd rhe pinching "of his Gullet he wou'd have — 

Cuckold. [4 
Ful. Fear has made you, mad, or you're bewiich 

and I'll leave you to recover your Wits again, { Gojng n 

Fran. O gracious Wife, leave me not- in deſpit 

(Kneels to her and holds her) Va not mad, no, vor 

more bewitcht than I have been theſe forty n: 

you're bewitcht to refuſe ſo bandſom, ſo young, 

— a Pox PP him, ſhe']l ne er reliſh me * 

after him. en 7 [Aj 
Jil. Fince you've, Joſt Jour Honour with your # 

1 woah Weben aer e O41 9451 0 
94700 
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Enter Carlos, Turks. 
Fran. ob, I am loſt, I'm 7 LW Wife —moſt 
buy Sir, I've brought ber finely to't=——do not make 
e loſe my credit with- his Mabomeran Grace, ——my 
rife has a monſtrous Affection ſor your Honour, but 
; ſomething baſhful 3, but when alone x _ 
nouſneſs-will figd her 8 ſwinger. 2156 
Car. Fair Creature 0b 
Jul. Do you believe my n, 872 he's wad, 
Car. Dog. - [Offers to kill him. 
Fran, Hold mighty Emperor; as1 hope to be ſaved 
but a copy of her. Countenance inhuman Wife—- 
ad her to your Apartment, Sir! barbarous honeſt Wor 
1, to your Chamber, Sir. wou'd 1 had 
re thee an errant Strumpet; nay, to your Royal 
, I'll warrant. you ſhe ** you taunt for taunt; try 
„ Sir, try her. [Puts em out. 
J. Hark you, Sir, are you poſſeſt, or is it real re- 
mation in you ? what moy'd this kind fit? 
Fran, E*en Love to ſweet Life; and I ſnall think my 
If ever obliged to my dear Wife, for this kind Re» 
eve ;—— had ſhe been cruel, I had been ERA or 
g inthe Air like our Prophet s Tomb... 
Euter firſts Turks) 

1 Turk, Sir, boaſt the honour of the News 1. bring you- 
Tran. Oh, my Head! how my Brows twinge. x 
1 Iurt. The mighty Sultan, to do you honour, bas 
t your Daughter and her Lover free, ranſomleſa ; 
dd this day gives em liberty to ſolemnize the; Nupꝛials 
the Court but Chriſtian Ceremonies muſt be pri- 
te; but you're! to Wanne and Vll ondvet you 10 
"by Soma 8 1 ſhall be Father to. a Viſcouns, 

Ic for the reft—Pationcto—— > 221) 55 0150 


All Nations Cuckolds breed, but 1 any 
They: had fuch needof Cuckolding . 
( [Goes'ou with the Twrk.. 
Enter Antonio, and Clara. 4% Mei 
8, Madam, the rareſt I ha, ha. 


8 3 


,/ 


154 TheFars:t Coun. 
Ant, 1 need not tell us, we have om vieh 
But to our own- Affairs, my deareſt cine, 1 
Tei us not loſe this bleſſed opportunity y l 
Which Art nor Induftry can give again N this be ih 

. Cla. Nay hang me wort it be my ful, Antonio: G% 
5 to the number of your own Sins ; it _ vot leaf 

oor. | — 

Anr, Tis generouſly. ſaid, and * notice, my l 
dear Virago, Guzman has a Prieft ready tO tie you 
your word. 

Cla. As faſt 25 you pleaſe; hang her that fears the d 

juring knot for me: But what will our Fathers u- 

ine Who expects me to be the Governor's Lady; U 
yours, who deſigns Iſabella for a/Daughter-in-Lay } 

Apt. Mine wil be glad of the Change; and, for ya 
if ne be nor pleaſed, Jet him keep his Portion to hink 
the greateſt miſchief he can do us: and forn 
Friend, the Governor, he's above their Anger. 

\ Cla. Why do we loſe precious time? I long w. 
2. Clara take thee Antenio,—the very Cerem 
will be tedious, ſo much 1 wiſh thee mine ;; and each 
lay gives me a fear ſomething will ſnatch me from the 

Ant. No power. of Man can do't thou art ſo guat 
but” now the Prieſt is employed in clapping up thei 
nourable Mariage between the Falſe Count | 

Jac. Lord, what a jeſt will be to ſee em couph ag 
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iſt da, ha. 7 
it Fla. vawereiſul Antonie, to drive the Jeſt bote 1 


4 100 unconſcionable? '- 
| Ant. By Heaven, I'm. 0 proed- 1 cannot thiak 
1 Revenge ſufficient for Aﬀeonts, nor does her Birth, | 
Wl Breeding and her Vanity—— deſerve a better Forum 
| beſides, he has enough to ſet up for a modern 5pi 
N the Fool has juſt Wit and good Manners to pass ſu 
| Fop of Faſnion; and, where he is not known, wil g 

| the Reputation of a fine accompliſh'd. Gentleman, 
I'm reſolved ſhe ſhall ſee him in his Geers, in! 
original Filthineſs, - that my — 2 vo Roms vx 
wy " fooliſh Jilt. * 
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cla. Cruel Antonio, come let's go give em Joy, 
4nt. And finiſh our Affair with Mr. Vicar. 
nner Iſabella, her Train born by the great Page, Gui- 
lom, with the other great Pa e, and Franciſco bare, © 

Joy to my noble Lord, and you, fair Iſabella ? 

Ja. Thank thee; Fellow, —but, ſurely,” 1 deſerved my 
Ned from hl? EDT UN'S 00 UE BOT? 
cla. Your Honour I hope will pardon him. + 
Ia. How now, Clara! © - | Nodding to her. 
Jac, I give your Honour joy. | | 
. Thank thee, poor Creature, — GRE 

Fran, My Lord, this Honour you have done my 
Daughter is ſo ſignal, that whereas I deſigned her but five 
houſand Pound, I will this happy day ſettle on her 
Cuil. Damn dirty traſh, your Beauty is ſuffieient 

m. Seignior Don Antonio, get the Writings 
ady. = | Aſide. 
oney—hang Money eee e 

Fran, How generous theſe Lords are; nay, my Lord, 
vu muſt not refuſe a Father's Love, if I may pr to 
all you Son—I ſhall find enough belides for my Ranſom, 

the Tyrant be ſo unmerciful to ask more than my 
Vile pays him. wt oh | 5 
Cuil. Nay, if you will force it upon me. 

a. Ay, take it, the trifling Sum will ſerve to buy out 
lonour Pins. | fs 8 

Ant. Well, Sir, ſince you will force it on him, my 
aſhier ſhall draw the Writings. | OA 

Cuil. And have em figned by a publick Notar. 

2 | [4fodes 

Fran. With all my Soul, Sir, I'll go give him order, 
d ſubſcribe, . [Ex. Franciſco, 

* Let him make em ſtrong and ſure you ſhall 
0 halves. 

Ant. No, you will deſerve it dearly, who have the 
lague of ſuch a Wife with it; — but harkye Count 
deſe goods of Fortune are not to be afforded you, wirh- 
ut Conditions. 
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tance. | [She puils off his hu, 
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Guil. Shaw, Conditions, any Conditions, noble An 
Ant. You, mult diſtobe anon, and do'n your naj 
Habilimeni and in . the Equipage give that fair U. 
counteſs to underſtand. the true quality of her Husband, 
Anil. Hum Em afraid, tis a harder task to ly 
from a Lord to a Rogue, than *tis from a Rogue 9 


Lord, V 2 7 
Ant. Not at all, we have examples of both daily, 
Gail. Well, Sir, Ill ſhow you my agility——buy, 

I deſire 1 may conſummate, d'ye ſee, —conſummar 

a little like Lord, to make the Marriage ſure, 

Ast. You have the Freedom to do ſo—the Writ 

III provide. 171 . 

SGuil. I'll about it then, the Prieſt wai 8s within f 
you, and Guzman for you, Jacinta,. ——haſte, for bel 
to arrive anon Ambaſſador from Cadix. | 

Ja. 1 know not, this noiſe of Weddings has ſem 

agog, and I' e'en in, and try what tis. 
t .'kEx. Antonio, Clara, aud Jaciui 

Gui. Come, Madam, your Honour and I have fon 

2 to do, before 1 have fully dub'd you a U 


Iſa. Ah Heav'ns what's that? | 
Guil, Why a certain Ceremony, which muſt be pe 
formed. between a pair of Sheets, but we'll ler it alas 
till Night. _ | 1 3 a 
* -1ſa. Till Night, no; , whate'er it be, I wou'd not b 
without an Inch of that Ceremony, that may compl 
my Honour for the World; no for Heaven's ſake lei 
xetire, and dub me preſently, | | 
Gul. Time enovgh; time enough. + | 
.2 Iſa: Lou love me not, that can deny me this. 
Gul. Love—no, we are married now, and People 
our Quality never love after Marriage; tis not great, 
I.. Nay, let's retire, and compleat my Quality, aul 
you will find me a Wife of the Mode IH warrant you, | 
Guil. For once you have prevail d. 
Enter Franciſco. 
Fran. Whither away? : | | 
In. Only to conſummate a little, pray keep you di 


Cm 


Fran 
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Fran. Conſummate! 

Iſa. Ay, Sir, that is to make me an abfolue ——_ 
tel we cannot ſtay——-farewe).. ¶ Guiliom leads her out, 

Fran, Hum this Turkey Air has a notable faculty, 
where the Women are all plaguy kind. - 

Enter Carlos and Julia. 

Car. By Heav'n each Moment makes me more your 

dave. 

Fran. The Buſineſs is done. 

Jul. My Husband ! [ 4ſode. 

Car. Ald all this conſtant love to old e has 
but engaged me more. | 

Fran, Ha, Love to me? CAA. 

Jul. Sir, if this Virtue be but real in you, how happy 
Iſhou'd be; but you'll relapſe again, and wmp my virtue, 
which if you do 

Fran. I'll warrant ſhe wou'd kill her ſelf. [Aſide, 

Jul. I ſhould be ſure to yield. [Iz 4 ſoft tone fo him, 

Car, No, thou haſt made an abſolute Conqueſt o'er me 
—and if that Beauty tempt 1 every _—_ I. l Gil by 
the ſame I was the laſt, 

Fran, Pray Heaven be be Joby. 

Enter 1 Turks, | 

1 Turk, Moſt mighty 1 a Meſſenger * 
Cadix has Letters for your Highneſs. 

Car. Conduct him in; in this retreat of ours we uſe no 
State, 
Enter Guzman, as himſelf, give Carlos Letters, 

Guz. Don Carlos, Goyernor of Ca cen your 
Higbneſs. W. | | 
Carlos reads mw Pn n . #3 


High and Mighty, 


F. ſeven Chriſt ian Slaves, taken lately * 4 Galley 
of yours, we offer you twice the number of Mahome- 


tans 1aken from you by ut.-—If this n . pr . 
your Ran ſoms, and they ſhall be paid | 


Don ons of Cadiz, 


Know you this Carlos offers ſo fair for you 3 ? 


Fran, 


— — . 
. _ — 


— ᷑ — 2 — 
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158 The FALSE Cour. 
Fran, Moſt potent Lord, I do, and wonder ar the 
Compliment, and yet 1 am not jealous-——] hays fo 
over- acted the complaiſant Husband, that I ſhall never fall 
into the other Extreme again. 

Car. Go, let the Chriſtian Governor underſtand his Re 
queſt i is g granted. 

ur The Slaves are 100 Sir an 
off the Chriſtians. 4 Galle 3 

Jul. How ſhall we make this Governor amends ? 
Fran. I do even weep for j joy 3 z 75 I muſt leave it ta 
thee, Love. 

Jul, To me, Sir? do you mock me? 

Fran. Mock 'thee ! no ; I know thy Virtue, and wil 
- V be jealous, belieye me, Chicken, I was an old 
00 

Car. Your Wife is chaſte ſhe. overcame my un- 
ruly Paſſion with her Prayers and Tears. | 

Enter Iſabella at one deor; Ciara, Antonio, J acinga, at 

another; Ifabella's Train carried ups 
Fran. Rare News, - we are ali free and ranſom d! Als 
well and the Man has his Mare again. 

Iſa, You ſtill forget your Duty and your Diſtance, 

Fran, A pox of your troubleſom Honour ; a man can't 

be overjoy'd in quiet for't. 
Enter Baltazer and Sebaſtian. 
Seb, Sure I am not miſtaken, this is the Houſe of my 

Son Antonio. 

Bal, Let it be whoſe houſe twill, 1 think the Devil's 
broke looſe in't. 

Seb. —Or the Turks; for 1 have yet met with ne'er 4 

Chriſtian thing int. 

Fran. Hah, —dol dream, Or is * my Father in- law, 

and Seignior Sebaſtian : a 
Ant. My Father here ? 

Car. Baltazer ! [4 dts 

Bal. Son Franciſco, why do you gaze on me ſo 

I Bleſs me, Sir, are you taken by the Great Twk 
too : 

Bal, Taken, Gteat Turl.——what do you mean? 

Fran. Mean, Sir! why how the Devil came you 2 

cn 


Turkey * ? 
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Bal. Sure Jealouſy has crack'd his Brains. 

Fran. Crack me no Cracks, good Father mine; am 
not | a Slave in Tard ? 1 is not this the Grand Seignior 8 
palace? 

Car. S0 ee wil come out, there's no prevention, 

. [Aſides 

Seb. Some that are wiſer apfver us: You, Son, Dare 
you infected ere not yeſterday to have been your 
Weddi 
| 3 125 bas done as well, Sir, I have only chang'd 
Iſabella for Clara. | 

Seb, How, Franciſco, have you S juggled with me? 

Fran. My Daughter's a Lady, Sir. 

Bal. And you, Miſtreſs, you have married. Antovie, 
and left the Governor. 

cla. I thought him the fitter Match, Sir, and * your 
Pardon, | 

Jul. We cannot ſcape. 

Fran, But how came ro haber, Gealemen hew 
durſt you venture? 

Seb. Whither, Sir, to my own Son? s houſe: a is there 
ſuch danger in coming a mile or two out of Cadiæ? 

Fran, Is the Devil in you, /or me, or both? Am not 

I in the Poſſeſſion of Twrks and Infidels ? 

Bal, No, Sir; ſaſe i in Antonio Villa, within a League 
of Cadiz. 

ban. Why, what a Pox, is not this the Great Turk 
himſelf? 

Bal. This sir —ery mercy, my Lord— tis Don Car- 
los, Sir, the Governor. 

Fran. The Governor! the worſt Great Turk of all; t, 
I am cozened,—molſt rarely cheated ; why, what a horrid 
Plor's here carried on, to bring in heretical Cuckoldom 2 

Car, Well, Sir, ſince you have found it out, 1'll own 
my Paſſion. 

Jul, Well, if I have been kind you forced me to't, 
nay begged on your knees, to give my ſelf away. 
Fran, Guilty, guilty, 1 confeſs, but *twas to the 

Great Turk, Miſtreſs, not Don Carlos. 
Jul. And was the Sin the greater? 
Fran. No, but the Honour was leſs. Bal, 


160 The FALSE Count. 
Bal. Oh horrid ! What, rr his Wiſe” to be 2 
Whore? 6% 
Car. Sir, youve müdsken the was my Wiſe in 1 
of Heaven "before : ; and I but ſeiz'd my own. 
Fran. Ob. ir, ſhe's at your Service ſtill. 
Car. I thank you, Sir, and take her as my own. 
Bal. Hold, in Horus concerned. 
Fran. Not at all, Father mine, ſhe's: my Wiſe 
Lumber now, and 1 hope, I may diſpoſe of my 6 
and Chattels — if be takes her we are upon equal terms, 
for he makes himſelf my Cuckold, as he has already hate 
me his for, i fmy memory fail me not, we did once 
upon a time conſummate, as my Daughier has it. 
nter Guiliomt in his otun arefh crying Chimney - Seth. 
Guil, Chimney- ſweep DR Ty W 
Ant. Whither away, Zirrab 1 Mn 
SGuil. What's that to you, Sir ? ? 
Ant. Not to me, Sirrah ;—who wou'd youſpeak _ 
_ Gail. What's that to you, Sir? why, what a Pox may 
not a man ſpeak with his own Lady and Wife? 
"+ Cla, Heavens his Wife to wok We his Wie Fang 
Perſons of Qualit? 
Car. Kick out the Raſcal. | © 
Guil. As ſoon as you pleaſe, my Lord ; ben let metalh | 
y Wife along with me.. [Takes Ia, by the 1 | 
Iſa. Faugh ! what means the Devils? ; 
Guil. Devil; was not long fince you found - me a 10 
man creature within there, | 
Iſa. Villain; Dog "help me to tear his Eyes out. 
Guil. Whar, thoſe Eyes, thoſe vey Aden _ wound 


ed you ſo deeply? O Hofe $4 ! [DI 
Fran. What's the meaning of all tie 2 why, ohne l 
1 cozen'd ? and is my Daughter cozen d? 
Guil. Cozen'd } Why, l'm a Man, Sir, ' 
Fran. The Derilyop, are, Sir, how ſhall I ads that? 
'Guil. Your Daughter does, Sir; and that's all one. 0 


Iſa. Ob ! Fm undone; am imo Viſcounteſs then? 
Guil. Hang Tiles; *rwas 75 ſelf you lov'd, my amit- 
ble ſweet and "charming ſelf: In fine, ſweet- heart, I am 
Four Husband ; no Viſcount, r onen Guilim the 
"210 li 
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Chimney-ſweeper,—I heard your: Father deſign d to marry 
you to a Tradeſman, and you were for a Don; and to 
pleaſe you ben yu ſee how well 1 have, mew mats 

15 re. 
. I'll not give her a fanhing, 
Cuil. No matter, her Love's worth a million; and, 


that's ſo great, that Pm ſure ſhe']] be content to carry my 
Soot basket after me. 6 | 
Ja. Ah! 1 die, I die. 3 
Gul. What, and kind? £ I <7 1 
[set and V her, ant blacks her fate. 
J. Help! murder, murder ! 
Guil. Well, Gentlemen, F e A Ne 


une than you belieys me, by! ome t 
eV IHEDU JS i [Shows Ca his Writings 


Car, Subſtantial and good! faith, Sir, I know not 


where you'll find a better fortune. f our 
7 he: your Dauphin ak 


caſes ſtand. .. .- 

1. And. for the Yilcouae, Sir, gay Clothes, Kongy* 
and Confidence will ſet me up for. one, in 1 ground in 
Chriſtendom, 

car. Faith, Sf, he's hh. right. ; take bim bowe t % 
devil, your N eighbours know him not, and he may. paſs for 
what you pleaſe to make him; the Fellow's. Nec "eye 
and handſom, ... 

Fran, Well, I "Liu 8 che matter; 2 bus 
2 Leather-ſeller my ſelf, and am grown up to a Gentleman 3 
and, who knows but be, being a Chimney· ſweeper, may, 
in time, grow up to a Lord? Faith, I'll ruſt to Fortune, 
for once here take here and rid me of one 


Plapue, as you 1 thank ou, Sir, have done of another. 
1 e | [To Carlos. 


Guil. Prichee be paciſied, chou ſhale ſee me within this 
hour as pretty a fluttering Spark as any 's in rown. My 
noble Lord, I give you thanks and joy 3 for, our are 
bappy too. | 

Car. As Love and Beauty can make me. 

Fran, And-1, as no damn'd Wife, proud Daughter, 
or tormenting Chamber-maid can make me. : 


Ant. And I, as Heaven and Clara can. 5 p [+ v2 
— ; 


7 
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162 The FALSE Count: 
1. baſe-born Beauties, whoſe ill-manner'd Prids, 
Ib induſtrious noble Citizens deride, 
May you all meet with Iſabella's dooors, / 7790 L 
Guil.— And all ſuch Haebands 4 as 85 Conne Guilions 


EPILOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs. R made b 2 
Peron. of "Quality. | by 


1275 come pot a Pitt to „. 
45 


This Play the Author has writ FOR to you's © | 


a flight Farce, five Days brought forth with 
So very fooliſh that it needs muſt pleaſe * 


Fer is each day good Jadgas take offence, ; Ws. 5 5 


pot) Satir arms in Comedy's defence; 

You are ſtill true to your Jack- Pudding Senſe. 

No Buffoonry can miſs your Approbation, | 
Tow love it as you do a new French Faſhion: 
Thus in true hate of Senſe, and Wit's deſpite, 
Bantring and Shamming is your dear delight.. 
Thus among all the Folly's here abounding, 

None took like the new Ape-trick of Dumfounding.. 
to make People laugh the buſineſs be, 

Ton Sparks better Comedians are than we ; 

You every day out. fool ev'n Nokes and Lee. 
They're forc'd to ſtop, and their own Farces quit, 
Tadmire the Merry- Andrews of the Pit; | 
But if your Mirth fo grate the Critick's car, 
Your Love will yet more Harlequin appear. 
wn—Tou everlaſting Grievance of the Boxes, 

You wither'd Ruins of ſtum'd Wine and Poxes ; 
What ſtrange Green-ſickneſs do you hope in Women 
et make em love old Fools in new Point Linen? 


LS e + 45 


6s. «s a % — 


EPILOGUE. 1863 


ids, 1 Race of Life you run off- hand too faſt, 
Dur fiery Metal is too hot to la 


L Tour Fevers come fo thick, your 6 0 plenty, 
ome. Moſt of you are threeſcore at five and tung. 
Our Totun- red Ladys know you well enough, © M 

Tour courting Women's like your 4 Snaff 3 1 ws 


Out of mere Idlenef. you 22 poth er, 2 oo — 8 2 8 * 
tou? ve no more need of ole of the har.” S 
Ladies 


Wou'd you be quit of their infpid nollh, 
And vain pretending tate a"Fool's advice; 


Of the faux Bra ves 1 ve had ſome little trial, 

There's nothing gives em credit but Denial: ; "Ve 
4s when Gauer will r etend to e N 4 5 * 
Offer to fight, 422 Billly-Ruffiart 

$0 when thefe Sparks, whoſe buf ine ſs is addreſſng, 
In Love pur ſuits grow 77 and preſſing; 
When they affect to keep ſtill in your eye, 

When they ſend Grifons every where 10 . 

And full of Coptomb drefs and ogle hib 

Seem to receive their Charge, and — an 
Fl paun my life they never ſtand in out. 


W———_— — CCRT. TT” IC.” DCE End —— 
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PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. Jevon. 


e old Plays you have ſo long been eloy'd, 
As with a Miſtreſs many years enjoy d, 

How briskly dear Variety you pur ſue ; 

Nay, tho for worſe ye change, ye will have New. 
Widows take heed ſome of you in freſh Youth 

Have been the unpitied Martyrs of this Touth. 

When for a drunken Sot, that had kind hours, 

And taking their own freedoms, left you yours ; 


Tua. 


LY 
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PROLOGUE. 1865 


eee 


With a da 
Who thinks good uſage for the Sex unfit, 

4nd flights ye out of Sparkiſhneſs, and Wit. 

But you can fit him Let a worſe Fool come, 


if he neglect, to officiate in his rom. 4 1 


* = # k of - 


g 5 MARS enn 10 
Vain amorous\Coxcombs every whera are fund, 
Hops for all der, but th 8 Abound. Mul nor nn) 132 
Tho you ſuou A chunge them oſtener than \Faſhiens, 
There ſtill won dle gnough fer Load aeg u nM 
eee eaſily ſupplic „ ie 30 1990.1 
All that cou'd er guit coft, we haut alreidy rid. 


1 7 Nay, dear ſometimes have bought the Frippery Kaf- =y 
"\ This, Widows, %. -I mean the old and ſough / 

: Will never think, be they but Foo engugh,:; 
"A Such will with any kind of Puppies play; 07 & 
_ But we muſt better know for, what, we-ay 3 8 


13 32. . 


Wm ouſt e Hull Feblt ahb. 
Shou'd we ſhew each, her gun particular Dory, er” 
What they admire at home, they won g loath here, + 


Thus, tho the Mall, the Ring, the Pit is full, 
And every Coffee- Houſe ſtill ſwarms with Fool; 
Tho ſtill by Fools all other Callings live,  :; 
Nay our own Women by freſh Cullies thrive, by 
Tho your Intrigues which no Lampoon can cure, 

Promiſe a long Succeſſion to in 25 

And all your Matches plenty do preſag e 
Dire is the Dearth and Famine on the Stage, © 
Our Store's quite waſted, and our Credits r 
Not a Fool left ta bleſs our felves withal. | 

We're fort at laft to rob, (which is great pity, 

Tho 'tis a never-failing Bank) the City, 


9 


y'd, We ſhow yaw ohC to day intirely new, 20 | pry 
And of all Jeſts, (none reliſh like the true. ay, 
Let that the value of our Play mhance, 2 £0 


e. 


Then it may provs indeed rb Lucky Chance. 
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Sir reelle Fainwoed: an old Alderman | 
to be married t 10 Zerichs, © 2 * 
Sir Cautious Fulbat, 0 "an 818” Bin ker 
ae ws hem ne 

Mr. Gayman, à Spark o the T TEND 
Loyer of Julia, es Mir, Betterton, 


_ Bellmour, conttakte to Teiles, an in 


20x Va wi} 
Mr. Nokes, TY 
e f 


% YH 


Jiſsguis d, and . paſſes for Sir  Feeble's| Mr, ndl, n 
N ö 
288 9 N $:1 
Mr es, N erben ro Sir N Mr. 1 


pi. Neiſey, bis Com Ne on ea "Me. Harris at 
Bredel, Prentice mY anti, 1 
and Brother f 50 Leticia, in love with Mr. Grid 


Diana, | D 
Rag, Footman' to Gayman. _ wg yy e Þ 
Ralph, Footman to Sir Feeble. -'  '' *' Wa 
Dick, Footman 0 * aue, nota bh g 15 Y 

2 *s 1 8. N hy 
| 4 Air mur wee e 
8 "W.OME N. new \ du [1 - 
Lady Fulbank,, in, 1 with ben,? oY 4 = © 

honeſt and generous, . . wa Mrs, Barr 40 
Leticia, contracted to. Bellmour, mar- 4 

Tied to Sir Tom, young and vir. & Mrs. Cook, 4 

tuous, 

Diana, Daughter toSir Feeble, in oye 
F with Bredwel; virtuous, 55 Mis bene 0 


Pert, Lady Fulbank's Woman. 
Gammer Grime, Landlady to Gayman 3 
1 Smith's Wite i in A ſatia, 5 Mrs. Powe 
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A Parſon, Fidlers, Dancers and Singers. 


The Scene, LOND ON. 


A CT. L 8 0 E N. E 1 
The A <7 vo, =; 


d 3 3} 3 ? S 44 


£230 ORE? tis LG gleams in yon- 
M der Eaſt, 
rue day that all but Lovers * by 
= Shade PUR, 
Yer ley? Pay chearful Homage io: N 
88 W and thoſe e la 


4 K And 


By rigid Laws, which — no difference 


'Twixt fairly killing in my own Defence, 

And Murders bred by drunken Arguments, 

Whores, or the mean-Revenges of a Coward. 

—This is Leticia's Father's Houſe L about; 
And that the dear Balcony 

That has ſo oſt been. conſcious of our © * 

From whence ſhe has ſent me down a thouſand Siphs, 

A thouſand looks of Love, a thouſand Vo ws. 

O thou dear witneſs of thoſe charming Hours," | ę 
How do 1 bleſs thee, how am I pleas d to view thee 
After a tedious Age of ſix Months Baniſhment. 

Enter ſeveral with Muſick, 

Fid. But hark ye, Mr, Gingle, is it proper to . bee 
fore the Wedding ? 

Gin, Ever while you live, for many a time in playing 
after the firſt night, the Bride's ſleepy, the Bridegroom 

tir'd, and both ſo out of humour, that perbaps they bate 
any thing that puts em in mind they are married. 

[They play and ſing. 


Enter 
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168 The Lu xy CHAN CE; or, 
_._ Enter Phillis in tbe Balcony, throws m d 
IS E, Cloris, charming Maid ariſe“? 


— baffle breaking Day, 
Shew the adoring World thy , 1+ 51 | 
Are mort ſurprixiny gay; +> 0S'Y 
The Gods of Love are ſmiling ee, 
And lead the ee 0 OD \2 4 
And Hymen has the Altar crown” 


2 all * h, bing Levers are renders, . 


Wo 12167 


To * . paſs they Ms * Plain ; 3 
pe Groves with. Flowers are frown, 
And every young and envying * | : 
V Wiſhes the hour his own, 82 
Riſe then, and let the God of 965. | 2 
When thou doft to the Lover yield, >» $6 
Bebo lu more Treaſure given given away — : 
Than he in his vaſt Circle er We 


Bel. Hah, Phillis, Lericid's Woman ! ' | 
Ging. Fie, Mrs. Phillis, do you take us for Fidlers thy 
Play for Hire ? 1 came to com nt Mrs. Leticia on itt 
ing · Morning detauſe ſhe is my Scholar. 
Phil, She ſends it only to drink * Healtb 
Gig. Come," Lads, t co the Tavern en 


ol en 725 "Ex; Aj 
Bel. Hab! Gig: ke Levicke 2" 2710 7. rg en 


1 barven, and cold Damps paſs thro. wy bc, Por 

Hah, who's here? 

| Enter Gayman' wrapt in his Clok . 

" Gay. Ti yet too early, but my Soul's impatient, 

* I muſt ſee Leticia. [Goes to the dun 

Vell Death and the Devil the Bridegroom! 

TI Sir, by Heaven you paſs not this way, 
* to the door as he is knocking, 2 hin 

* and dratw s. 
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An Alderman's Bargain, 159 
64%. Hah ! what art thou that durſt forbid me En- 
ce? Fa | | 
Stand oft. 2 Wo. = , | 9 
[They fight a little, and cloſing 'view each other. 
Bel, Cayman J | 
Gay, My deareſt Bell our - 
|, Oh thou falſe Friend, thou treacherous baſe De- 
yer ! | WY » 
Gay, Hah, this to me, dear Harry? 
Ze, Whither is Honour, Truth and Friendſhip fled ? 
Gay, Why there ne'& was ſuch a Virtue, 
's all a Poet's Dream. | 
Bel. I thank you, Sir. | 
Gay, I'm ſorry for't, or that ever I did any thing that 
uld deſerve it 3 put up * a Sword——an honeſt man 
ud ſay how he's offended, before be raſhly draws, 
zel. Are not you going to be married, Sir ? 
Gay, No, Sir, as long as any Man in London is ſo, 
at has but a handſom Wife, Sir. 
Bel. Are not you in love, Sir? | | 
Gay, Moſt damnably and wou'd fain lie with the 
ar jilting Gipſy. 
Bel, Hah, who would you lie with, Sir ? 
Gay, You catechiſe me roundly ——*tis not fair to 
me, but 1 am no ſtarter, Harry; juſt as you left me 
u find me. I am for the faithleſs Julia An. the old 
derman's Wife. Twas high time the City ſhould loſe 
tir Charter, when their Wives turn honeſt ; But pray, 
„ anſwer me a Queſtion or two. "F206 
Bel, Anſwer me firſt, what makes you here this Morn- 
- | 
Gay, Faith to do you ſervice. Your damn'd little 
de of a Miſtreſs has learned of her Neighbours the Ar 
* Swearing and Lying in abundance, and is 
g Bel. To be married! [Sighing. 
Gay, Even ſo, God ſave the Mark; and ſhe'll be a fair 
e tor many an Arrow beſides her Husband's, tho he an 
Finsbury Hero this threeſcore Years, 155 
bel. Who mean you? 
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Say. Why: thy Cuckold that ſhall be, if thou l 
wiſe. | | 

Bel. Away; 

Who is this Man ? thou dallieſt with me. 

Gay. Why an old Knigbt, and Alderman here d 
City, Sir Feeble Fainwou'd, a jolly old Fellow, wi 
Activity is all got into bis Tongue, a very excellent l 
zer 3 but neither Youth nor Beauty can grind his Dudes 
to an Edge, Cabs 0 | 

Bel. Fie, what Stuffs here! ä 

Gay. Very excellent Stuff, if ꝓou have but theG 
to improve it. Ol 4 * 

Bel. You banter me— but in plain Engliſh t 
What made you here thus early, 1 
Entring yon Houſe with ſuch: Authority ? 

Gay. Why your Miſtreſs Leticia, your contracted Wi 
is this Morning to be married to old Sir -Feeble Fainw 
induc'd to't J ſuppoſe by the great Jointure he makes h 
and the improbability of your ever gaining your Par 
for your high Duel Do I ſpeak Engliſh now, Sir! 

Bell. Too well, would I had never heard thee, 

Gay. Now I being the Confident in your Amourz i 
Jack-go- between — the civil Pimp, or ſfo-—you| 
her in charge with me at your Departure. 

Bel, I did fo, | 

Gay. I ſaw her every day; and every day ſhe lll) 
the Tribute of a ſhower of Tears, to the dear Lord of WM; 
her Vows, young Belmour : 

Till faith at laſt, for Reaſons manifold, | 
J flackt my daily Viſits. | 


Bel. And left her to Temptation——yas 
done ? 

Gay, Now muſt I afflict you and my ſelf with a | 
tale of Cauſes why; | 
Or be charg'd with want of Friendſhip, 

Bel. You will do well to clear that Point to me. 

Gay. I ſee you're peeviſh, and you ſhall be humour 
ou know my Julia play'd me een ſuch and 
Prank as your falſe one is going to play you, and® 
ried old Sir Cautious Falbank here i'th' City; atW 


a '». 2 8 1 
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du know 1 ſtorm'd, and rav'd, and ſwore, as thou wo'e 
ow, and to as little purpoſe. There was but one way 
elt, and that was n him. / : 

Bel, Well, that Deſign. L left thee hot upon. 

Gay, And hotly have purſu'dit : Swore, wept, vow'd, 
rote, upbraided, prayed and railed ; then treated la- 
iſhly, and preſented high till, between and I 
arry, 1 have preſented the beſt part of Fight bundt 
z year into her Husband's bands, in Mortgage. 

Bel, This is the Courſe you'd have me ſteer, I thank 
vou. 40 7 6 . 
Gay, No, no, Pox on't, all Women are not Jilts, 
Some are honeſt, and will give as well as take; or elſe 
there would not be ſo many broke ch? * In fine, 
Cir, I have been in Tribulation, that is to ſay, Money- 
leſs, for ſix tedious. Weeks, without either Clothes, or 
Equipage to appear withal z and ſo not only my own 
Love. affair lay negle&ted—but thine too — and I am force 
ed to pretend to my Laax. that I am ne with a 
thing Uncle from whom, if he were indeed dead, 1 
expet two thouſand a Lear. 


U 


Bel. But what's all this to being here this Morning "IF 


Gay. Thus have I lain conceal'd like a Winter - Fly, 
hoping for ſome bleſt Sunſhine to warm me into life a- 
rain, and make me hover my flagging Wings; till the 
News of this Marriage (which fills the Town) made me 
crawl out this ſilent Hour, to upbraid the fickle Maid. 

Bel. Didſt thou? —= purſue thy kind Deſign, Get me 
to 2 her; and ſure no Woman, even poſſeſt witha new 
Paſlion | | . N 
Grown confident even to Proſtitution, | 
But when ſhe ſees the Man to whom ſhe's ſworn ſo very 
-very much, will find Remorſe and Shame, | 

Gay. For your ſake, tho the Day be broke upon us, 

And I'm undone, if ſeen—T'll venture in 3 

1 [ Throws. his Cloke over; 

Erter Sir Feeble, Fainwou d, Sir Cautious Fulbank, Bear- 

jeſt and Noiſey. [ Paſs over the Stage, and go in. 
Hab ſee the Bridegroons ! | 7 95 

and with him my deſtin'd Cuckold, old Sir Cautious Ful- 


bank. H 2 — Hab, 


* 4 — - N 
L 22 4 .. - 7 = 2 = 2 > — n — FS" 
4 Pa . — I 
— — — » Song 2 > . . N 8 ho — > 

— — — — = 2 — — — r — 3 — — 3 9 — 
— — — — — — = — 5 Cee LES - T — . a eo = bs KIEL ES <IX _ - - 
— rr — — - == = I — : - - _ 2 2 2 —̃ñ — — . 

1 —_—_— * —— Wh - — * ——— _ 1 - > * * — — —— = - 4 * — * _— 8 8 
— — . * = 2 Z 4 ER.” — es, ne > _ : 1 — — 
PY — . —— — 4 ug; 2 N 8 * — «AS — 2 2 RS — — _ — 
X . — — — — 


* — 
7 — 2 * 
2 WS” as 
» bebe,” „ _" oy = a EP = « 


I. — "4 
ty, 
ww 
- Do Irs 
—_ CE —== —— 
— — — — — * 
— wa — G's bk ' > 
— — — _ — — — — — — — _ — 
: — LE: > £ 
— — —— 
2 — —— OY 
« - — * = — . - * * — * — 
* 


JL. 2 = 
, -4 * * 2 2 + E 
. SE * 


Lire Gorgon's Head he as turn'd me into Stone. | = 


fickle Woman, who perhaps hates you. 
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ke, what all'ſt thou Man? 
bel. The Bridegroom ! . 


Gay. Gorgon's Head CEO's r ta 


| made to graft upon. 


Bel. By Heaven I'll ſeize del even at the Altar, 
And bear her thence in Triumph, i þ 
Gay. Ay, and be born to Newgate in Triumph, and 
be hanged in Triumph—*:will be cold Comfort » Celebrating 
wang Nuptials in the Preſs- Tard, and be wak'd* next Mor, 
at like Mr. Barnardine in the Play Will you Pleak 1 


and be banged a Iferle,” Sir? , 
Bel. What wouldft thou have me do? i e ot 
Gay. As many an honeft Man has done before thee= , 

Cuckold him cuckold him. ; 
Bel. What and let him marry her! be that' 


mine by ſacred Vows already ! By Heaven i it would be 

flat Adultery in her! 

Say. Shell. learn the trick, and praftiſe it the bette 

with thee. 

1 Bel. Oh, Heavens ! Leticia marry him! and lie wit 
im !- | 

Here vil 1 Rand and ſee this ſhameful Woman, 

See if ſhe dares paſs by me to this Wickedneſs. 

© Gay, Hark ye, Harry —in earneſt have a care of bs 

traying your ſelf; and do not venture ſweet Life for 


f 


Bel. You counſel well but yet to ſee her Wanze 
How every thought of that ſhocks all my DE — 
But hang it, III be reſolute and ſaucy, 

Deſpiſe a Woman who can uſe me ill, 
And think my ſelf above her. | 

Gay. Why now thou art thy ſelf ——— a Man again, 
But ſee they're coming forth, now ſtand your ground. 
Enter Sir Feeble, Sir Cautious, Bearjeſt, Noiſey, Lett 
. - ſad, Diana, Phillis, [Paſs over the Stag. 

Bel. Tis ſhe ; ſupport me, Charles, or I ſhall ſink . 
Farth, | 
—Methought in paſt ng by ſhe caſt a ſcvrnfl glance . 
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duch charming Pride I've ſeen upon her Eyes, | 
When our Love-Quarrels arm'd em with Diſdain—., 
py after em, it I live ſhe ſhall not. ſcape me. 25 
Offers to go, Gay. holds him. 
Gays Hold, remember you're proſcribed, 3 
And li if. you are taken. 
Bel. I've done, and I will 2 but be wall ne ler enjoy 
hers 
—— Who's yonder, Ralph, my truſty * 7 
en RAN... 7; - 
Now tho I periſh. J muſt ſpeak to bim. 
friend, what Wedding's this? | 
Ralph. One chat was never wade in Heaven, Sir; 
Tis Alderman, Fain wou d, and Mrs. Leticia Bredwell. 
Bel, 1 have heard of her, —ſhe was Miſ 
trels 
Ral. To fine Me. Belmour, Sir, —ay there was a Gen- 
tleman | | 
But reſt his Soul he's bang d, Sir, N CTmeepi. 
Bel. How! hang' d? 
| * Hang'd, Sir, bangt a the Hague in Hel- 
an 
Gay, I heard ſome ſuch News but did not credit i it 
Bel. For what, ſaid they, was, he hang'd ? © 
Ral, Why een for High  Tremouy Sir, he killed one 
df their Kings. 
Gay, Holland's a ; Commonnrealth, and is not ra by. 
| ings. | 
kal. Not by one, Sir, but by a great ys * | 
x Cheeſemonger — they fell out over a Bottle of Brandy. 
ent to Shicker 'Shee; Mr. Belmour cut bis Throat, and 
as hang'd for't, that's all, Sir. - 
Bel. And did the young Lady believe this? N 
Ral, Yes, and took on moſt heavily the Doc. 
ors gave her over and there was the Devil to do 
0 get her to conſent to this Marriage but her For- 
une was ſmall, and the hope of a Ladyſhip, and a Gold 
hain at the Spittal l the Buſineſs—and ſo your 
deryant, Sir, kex. Ralph. 


| > fab Bol, 
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Bel. So, here's a hopeful Account of my ſweet f 
| Enter Puſt man with Letters, 
* Poſt. Pray, Sir, which is Sir Feebie Fainwoug's ? 
Bel. What won'd you with him, Friend > 
Poſt. 1 have a Letter here from the Hague for bim. 
Bel. From the Hague“ Now have I a cutioſiy y 
ſee i. l am his Servant—giye it me 
Lives it him, and Eu 
— Perhaps here may be the ſecond part of my Trageh, 
I'm full of Miſchief, Charles=—and have a mind to ft 
this Fellow's Secrets. For from this hour 111 be his ei 
Genius, haunt him at Bed and Board; he ſhall not fey 
nor eat; diſturb him at his Prayers, in his Embraces; a 
reaze him into Madneſs, * 
Help me Invention, Malice, Love, and Wit: 
; [Open ing the Latin 
Ye Gods, and little Fiends, inſtruct my Miſchief, 


| 1 to your deſire I haus ſent for my Son fun 
1 St. Omer's, whom I have ſent to wait on you it 
England; he is a very good Accountant, and fit for Bk 
fineſi, and much pleas d he ſhall ſer that Uncle to whin 
he's ſo obliged, and which is ſo gratefully acknowledgd 
bye Dear Brother, your affeftionate Brother, 


Sy .. Francis Fainwoul 


Hum — hark ye, Charles, do you know who I 
Gay. Why, I hope a very honeſt Friend of mia 
Harry Belmour. 1 11 la 

Bel. No, Sir, you are miſtaken in your Man. 

Gay. It may be fo. TY 50 = S '. in ap 
. Bol. I am, d'ye ſee Charles, this very individual, pune 
rieal young Mr.——whas ye call um Fainwou d, jul 
come from 5t, Omers into England—to my Uncle the n 


derman, 


- 


#- 
. 
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am, Charles, this very Man. 


Gay, I know you are, and will ſwear't upon occafion. 
Bel. This lucky Thought has almoſt calm d my mind. 


ad if 1 don't fit you, my dear Uncle 
Jay I never lie with my Aunt, - : 
bim. Gay, Ah Rogue but prithee what care have you ta- 
join en about your Pardon ? were good you ſhould fecure 
nat. | 
0d Ex 3:1. There's the Devil, Charles, had 1 but that-— 
raged. Wu that ſeldom fails; but yer in vain, I being the fiſt 
| 10 (ran ſgreffor fince the Act againft Duelling. 
bis ei 1 impatient to fee this dear delight of my Soul, and 
t fen eng from none of you this fix weeks, came from 
Fryſſels in this diſguiſe for the Hague I have not ſeen, 


%% hang'd there but come let's away, and com- 
eat me a right St. Omer's Spark, that I may preſent my 
elt as ſoon as they come from Church, | TExeun:. 


Houſe. 


; from 

you is ber a Letter. 

Ir Bt. 3 . 

whon Lady Fulbank reads. 
ledeed 


ID my Julia know how Tlanguiſh in this eruel Su- 
paration, ſhe would afford me her pity, and write 
iner. 1f only the Expectation of two thouſand a year 
let me from you, ah Julia, how eaſily wonld I aban- 
aun that Trifle for your more valued ſight; but that I 
% a Fortune will render me more agreeable to the 
nine barming Julia, I ſhould quit all my Intereſt here, to 

throw my ſelf at ber Ft, to make her ſenſible how 1 


am intirely her Adorer, 
py Charles Gayman. 


ou 


wt aich Charles you lie — you are as welcome to me now, 
1 Now when I doubt thy Fortune is declining 
| H 4 As 


C EN E II. Sir Cautious Fulbank's 


Enter Lady Fulbank, Pert and Bredwel. Bredwel giver 
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As if the Univerſe were thine. 8 

Pert. That, Madam, is a noble Gratitude. For f 
Fortune be declining, tis ſacrificed to his Paſſion 
pour Lady ſnip. 43 5 Cy” 
is all laid out on Lore. 
I. Ful. I prize my Honour more than Life, 
Yet J had rather have given him all he wiſh'd of me. 
Than be guilty of his Undoing. en 

Pert. And I think the Sin were leſs. 

L. Ful. I muſt confeſs, ſuch Jewels, Rings and I 
ſents as he made me, muſt needs decay bis Fortune, 

Bred, Ay, Madam, his very Coach at laſt was turns 
into a Jewel for your Ladyſhip. Then, Madam, ni 
Expences his Deſpair have run him on— 
As Drinking and Gaming, to divert the Thought of you 
marrying my old Maſter. b Ac 

L. Ful. And 2E in Wenching too. 


ed 


Bred. No, aſſure your ſelf, Madam 
L. Ful. Of that 1 would be better ſatisfied —and yq, 
too muſt aſſiſt me, as e er you hope I ſhould be kind! 
you in gaining you Diaxa. IIe Bredy 
Bred. Madam, I'll die to ſerve you. 
Pert. Nor will I be behind in my Duty. 
B. Ful. Oh how fatal are forc'd Marriages! 
How many Ruins one ſuch Match pulls on! 
Had I but kept my Sacred Vows to Gayman, 
How happy bad I been how proſperous he 
Whilſt now 1 languiſh in a loath'd embrace, 2 
Pine out my Life with Age Conſumptions, Coughs, 
hut doſt thou fear that Gay man is declinings? 
Bred. You are my Lady, and the beſt of Miſtreſſes- 
Therefore I would not grieve you, for l know _ _ 
You love this beſt but moſt unhappy Man. 
L. Ful. You ſhall not grieve me—prithee on. 
Bred. My Maſter ſent me yeſterday to Mr. Crap hu 
Scrivener, to ſend to one Mr, Waſteall, to tell him bi 
firſt Mortgage was out, which is two hundred pounds“ 
Year——and who has ſince ingaged five or ſix hundred 
more to my Maſter ;, but if this firſt be not redeem d, hel 


take the Forfeit on't, as he ſays a wiſe Man ought. 11 
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L. Ful, That is to fay, A Knaye, 3 according to his No: 
on of a wiſe Man. 
Bred. Mr. Crap, being buſy with" a'borrowi 
nt me to Mr, Waſteall, whoſe Lodging is in a ES 
led Alſatia, at a Black-Stmith's. 57 
L Fal. But whats all this to eee 2 . | 
Bred. Madam, this Waſteall' was Mr. Ga wn. 
I. Ful. Gayman / Saw'ſt thou Gaman? 
Bred, Madam, Mr. Gayman, yeſterday. ee e e, 
L. Ful. When came he to Town? ee 
Bred. Madam, he has not been out of it. 
L Ful. Not at his Uncle's in Northamptonſhire : F 0 
Fred. Your Lady ſhip was wont to credit me. 
L. Ful. Forgive me you went to a Black- g ich 
Bred. Yes, Madam; and at the door encountred 5 1 
eaſtly thing he calls a Landlady; who lookt as if [he had 
en of her own Husband's making, compos'd of mould- 
{ Smith's Duſt, I askt for- Mr. Waffeall, and ſhe dep? Ip 
8 did ſo rail at dn chat what with 
irate, and ber Husband's s hammers, I was both Feaf 
0 dumb—at laſt the hammers ceas d, v. ſhe grew 
jeary, and calbd down Mr. Wafteall ; e not Any 
fering——1I was fent up a Ladder rather 7 a pair 
airs; at laſt I ſcal'd the top, and enter'd the inchanted 
iſle; there did I find him, ſpite of: the noue below, . 
owning his Cares in Sleep. 
L Ful. Whom foundſt thou? cups 4 
Bred, He Madam, whom I waked—and feeing me, 
lexens what Confuſion ſeiz d him! which nothing bi 
? wy Surprize could equal. Aſham d—he wou'd' have 
md awa 
when he ſaw, by my dejefted Eyes, 1 knew lim, 
e ſigh'd, and bluſht, ad heard me tell my buſi neſs: 
hen beg'd 1 wou'd be ſecret; for:he yow'd his whole 
* and Life depended on my ence,” Nor bad 1 
Id it now, 
ut that your Lad may end ſome ſpe wean, 
aw him from re thn Condition. + __ * 
L. Fal, Heavens, ist peſſible? 


oy 3 
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Bred, He's driven to the laſt degree of Poverty 
Had yon but ſeen his Lodgings, Madam! 
L. Ful. What Were they? 8 1 2 | > 1 
Brad. Tis a pretty convenient Tub, Madam, He ng 
lie along in't, there's juſt room for an old join'd Stool 
| fides the Bed, which one cannot call a Cabin, about 
largeneſs of. a Pantry Bin, or a Uſurer's Trunk; th 
had been Dornex Curtains to't in the days of Yore; \ 
they were now annihilated, and nothing left to fate! 
Eyes from the Light, but my Landlady's Blue Apa 
_ ty'd by the r e the Window, in which ſtogd 
broken ſix*penny Looking:Glaſs, that ſhew'd- as nx 
Faces as the Scene in. Henry the Eighth, which could} 
juſt tand upright, and then the Comb · Caſe fill d it, 
I. Fol. What a leud Deſcription. haſt thou made of 
Chamber? 


K 
- 


..._ Bred, Then for his Equipage tis baniſht to one {a4 
Monſieur, who. (ſaucy with his Maſter's Poverty) is ral 


a Companion than a Footman. | 


= 


I.. Ful. But what ſaid he to Youre of his Lan 


red. He ligh'd and cry'd, Why farewel a Acres 
It ſhall not trouble me, ſince twas all for Love! 
I. Ful. How much redeems it? 1 
Bred. Madam, five hundred Pounds. 
IL Ful. Enough—you ſhall in ſome diſguiſe com 
this Money to him, as from an unknown hand: 1 you 
not h ave bim ibinł it comes from me, for all the Woll 
1 hat Nicety and Vice I've profeſt, I am reſolyed 
; ; Kh If 1 were your Ladyfhip, I wou'd make ule 
Sir Cautious's Caſh; pay bim in his own Coin. 
Bred. Your Ladyſhip wou'd make no Scruple of i 
you knew how this poor Gentlemen has been us'd byu 
unmerciſul Maſter. b 22 og et , | 
I. Fal. 1 bave a Key already to bis Counting-Haik 
Abs lot, he had naher made, and this fowdn 
3, De eee a-el tn 
a; Madam, this is an excellent time for't, my U 
ter being gone to give my Siſter Leticia at Church. 


LM 
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Ful. Tis ſo, and I'll go and commit the Theft, 
= you prepare to carry it, and then we'll to dinner 


CEN E III. The Houſe of Sir Feeble. 


Epter Sir Feeble, Leticia, Sir Cautious, Bearjeſt, Diana, 
Noiſey. Sir Feeble ſings aud ſalutes em. 

Sir Feb. Welcome Joan Sanderſon, welcome, wel- - 
me. | { Kiſſes the Bride. 
0ds bobs, and ſo thou art Sweet-heart, [So to the reſt. 

Bear, Methinks my Lady Bride is yety melancholy. 

Sir Cau. Ay, ay, Women that are diſcreet, are always 
thus upon their Wedding- day. 

Sir Feeb, Always by day-light, Sir Camtions. - 


But when bright Phoebus does retire, . 
To Thetis' Bed to quench his fire, 
And do the thing we need not name, 
We Mortals by his influence do the ſame. . 
Then thau the bluſhing Maid lays by 
Her ſimpering, and her Modeſty ; 
And round the Lover claſps and wines - 
| Like Ivy, or the circhng Vines. 


Sir Feb. Here Ralph, the Bottle Rogue, of Sack ye 
Raſcal ; hadſt thou been a Butler worth hanging, thou 
wou'dſt have met us at the door with it—Ods bobs Sweet · 
heart chy health,  - - FL | 

Bear, Away with it, to the Bride's Haunce in Kelder. 

Sir Fzeb, Got ſo, go to Rogue, go to, that ſhall be, 
Knaye, that ſhall be the marrow morning; he——ods - 
bobs, we'll do't Sweet heart; here's to't. [Drinks again. 
= I die but to imagine it, wou'd 1 were dead in- 
eed, 

Sir Feeb, Hah—hum—how's this? Tears upon the, 
Wedding day? Why, why-—you Baggage you, ye. 
tle Ting, Fools-face—away you Rogue, you're-.naugh- 
„ you're naughty. f 8 72 
[Parting and playing, and * 2 
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180 The Lncx Y CHANCE; or, 
Look look look now. buſs it —buf⸗ 1 
buſs it.— and Friends; did'ums, did'ums beat its none ſ 
Baby away you little Huſſey, away, and pledge me 
7) „„ 

Sir Cau. A wiſe diſcreet Lady, III warrant her; u 
Lady would prodigally have took it off all, 
Sir Freb. Dear's its nown dear Fubs; buſs again, bil 
again, away, away —ods bobs, I long for Night— 
look, look Sir Cautious, what an Eye's there! 

Sir Cau. Ay, ſo there is, Brother, and a modelt hy 
Os z | 

Sir Feeb, Adad, I love her more and more, Rah- 
call old Suſan hither — Come Mr. Bearjeſt, put the Gli 
about. Ods bobs, when 1 was a young Fellow, I woll 
not let the young Wenches look pale and wan 
but would rouſe em, and touſe em, and blowze en 
till 1 put a colour in their Cheeks, like an Apple John, 
affacks—— Nay, I can make a ſhift ſtil}, and Pupſy 
ſhall not be jealous. | | 

Enter Sufan, Sir Feeble whiſpers her, ſhe ge laut. 

Let. Indeed not 1; Sir. 1 ſhall be all Obedience, 

Sir Cau. A moſt judicious Lady; would my Julia had 
a little of her Modeſty z but my Lady's a Wit. | 

Enter Suſan with a Box. 

Sir Feeb. Look here my little Puskin, here's fine Pf. 
things for its non little Coxcomb—go—get you gone- i: 
get you gone, and off with theſe St. Martin's Trumper, 
theſe Play-houſe Glaſs Baubles, this Necklace, and theſe 
Pendants, and all this falſe Ware; ods bobs I'll have no WW) 
Counterfeit Geer about thee, not I. See—theſe are right WW 
as the Bluſhes on thy Cheeks, and theſe as true as my 
Heart, Girl. Go, put em on, and be fine. 8 

| | Gives em her. 
Ter. Believe me, Sir, I fnhall not merit this kindneſs. WW 
Sir Feeb. Go to—— More of your Love, and Jeſs of 
your Ceremony—give the old Fool a hearty buſs, and pay Wi 
him that way he ye little wanton Tit, Vl ſteal up 
and catch ye and loye ye—adod I will— get ye gone 
get Ye gone. N 


3 Ja 


. 


* 


An Alderman's Bargain. © 18x 
Tot. Heavens what a nauſeous thing is an old Man 
urn'd Lover! © +. » _ [Ex. Leticia and Diana. 
Fir Cau. How, teal, up, Sir Feeble -1 hope not 
{; 1 hold it moſt indecent before the lawful hour. 

Sir Feb. Lawful hour! wWy I hope all hours are law- 


4 " 


{1 with a Man's own Wife. | hr wet ey 
| Sir Can. But wiſe Men have reſpect to Times and Sea- 
Nm ons. * ck b 
Sir Feeb. Wiſe young Men, Sir Cautious ; but wiſe 
old Men muſt nick their Inclinations; for it is not as t was 
wont to be, for it is not as 'twas wont to be—— 
{Singing and Dancing. 
Enter Ralph. 3 
ſpeak with you. 
Sir Feeb, Hum ! hope it is not that ſame Belmour 


John come to forbid the Banes——it it be, he comes too 

upſey MY lat therefore bring me firſt my long Sword, and 
then the Gentleman. on” [Exit Ralph. 

ut, Bea. Pray Sir uſe mine, it is a travell'd Blade I can 

ce, aſſure you, Sir. 

ia had Sir Feeb, 1 thank you, Sir. | 
Enter Ralph and Belmour diſguis'd, gives him 4 Letter, 

he reads. 

Play- How my Nephew ! ; 

One IN Francis Fain wou d! [ Embraces him. 

pen, Bel, 1 am glad he has told me my Chriſtian name. 

theſe Sir Feeb. Sir Cautious, know my Nephew . tis a 


jomng St, Omers Scholar but none of the Wit- 
nelies, a | a. PA 
Sir Cay, Marry, Sir, and the wiſer he; for they got 
nothing by't. bo: 3 
Bea. Sis I loye and honour you,becauſe you are a Tra- 
eller. 


ſs of Sir Feeb, A very proper. young Fellow, and as like 
d pay eld Frank Fainwos'd as the Devil to the Collier; but 
al up ancis, you are come into a very leud Town, Francis, 


lor Whoring, and Plotting, and Roaring, and Drinking; 
but you maſt go to Church, Fr ancis, and ayoid ill Com- 
any, or you may make damnable Hayock in my Cafh, 


Francis, 


* * 
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\ fortunate. But come, Sir Cautious, let you and1 take: 


your Nephew Mr. Bearjeft, and my Daughter Dye, 


182 The LuCKy CHANCE; of, 
Francis, what, youcan keep Merchants 
Bel. That's been =>» Kung Sir, F Er 
Sir Feeb, And you will not be proud, but will be com 
manded by me, Francis? og 
Biel. 1 deſire not to be fayour'd as a Kinfman, Sir, by 
as your humbleſt Servant. 9 eee 
Sir Feeb, Why, thou'rt an honeſt Fellow, Francis, 
and thou'rt . heartily welcome and 11 make thee 


turn i'th' Garden, and get a right underſtan ding between 


Sir Cau. Prudently thought on, Sir, I'll wait on you 
5 Ex. Sir Feeble, and Sir Cautiow, 

Bea. You are a Traveller, I underſtand. 

Bel. 1 have ſeen a little part of the whole World, $i 

Bea, So have 1, Sir, I thank my Stars, and have per 
formed moſt of my Travels on Foot, Sir. 

Bel. You did not travel far then 1 preſume, Sir ? 

Bea. No, Sir, it was for my diverſion indeed; but! 
aſſure you, I trayelPd into Ireland a. foot, Sir. 

Bel. Sure Sir, you go by ſhipping into Ireland ? 
Bra. That's all One, Sir, 1 Was till a foot, ever Walk 
ing on the Deck. | | 

Bel. Was that your fartheſt Travel, Sir? 
Bea. Fartheſt——why that's the End of the World 
and ſure a Man can go no farther. X 
Bel. Sure there can be nothing worth a Man's Cui 
oſiiy? b e e EY 
Bra. No, Sir, I'll aſſure you, there are the Wonder 
of the World, Sir: I'll hint you this one, There is 
Harbour which ſince the Creation was never capable ol 
receiving a Lighter, yet by another Miracle the King of 
France was to ride there with a vaſt Fleet of Ships, and 
to land a hundred thouſand Men. | 
Bel. This is a ſwinging Wonder but are then 
ſtore of Mad - men there, Sir? | | 
Bea. Thar's another Rarity to ſee a_Man run out of by 
Wits. | 7 | 'F 
Noi. Marry, Sir, the wiſer they Ifay, © 
Bea. Pray Sir, what ſtore of Miracles have you a5 
Omers ? | Bl 


An Alderman's Bargain. 183 
Bel. None, Sir, fince that of the wonderful Salamanca 
Doctor, who was both here and there at the ſame Inflant 
of time. 7 | | 
Bea, How, Sir? why that's impoſſible, 
Bel. That was the Wonder, Sir, becauſe 'twas impoſſi- 
ble, . 
Noi, But 'twas a greater, Sir, that twas believed. 
Exter L. Fulb. and — 2 and Sir Feeb. 
Sir Feeb, Enough, enough, Sir Cautious, we 
hend one e + Bearjeſt, Jour Uncle here and Fy a 
ſtruck the Bargain, the Wench is yours With three thou- 
ſand Pound preſent, and ſomething more after Death, 
which your Uncle likes well. | 
Bea, Does he ſo, Sir? I'm beholden to him; then 
ye per- £15 not a Pin matter whether I like or not, Sir. 
Sir Feeb, How, Sir, not like my Daughter Dye ? 
) Bea. Oh Lord, Sir, die or live, tis al. one for 
* that, Sir 'I ſtand to the Bargain my Uncle makes, 
Pert. Will you ſo, Sir? you'll have very good luck if 
ou do. 3 
; Bea. Prithee hold thy Pezce, my Lady's Woman. 
L. Ful. Sir, 1 beg your pardon for not waiting on you 
to Church l knew you wou'd be private. & 
Enter Let. fine in Jewels, 3 
Sir Feeb, You honour us too highly now, Madam. 
[Preſents = Wife, whoiſalutes her. 
L. Ful. Give you Joy, my dear Teticia / ] Sir 
you were reſolved for Youth, * it and Beauty. "OO 
Sir Feeb, Ay, ay Madam, to the Comfort of many a 
hoping Coxcomb: but Cette, — Rogue Lette— thou wWo't 
p of not make me free o'th* City a ſecond time, wo't thou 
ol entice the Rogues with the Twire and the wanton Leer 
amorous Simper that _ come 77 me ——then 
tne pretty round Lips are pouted out——he R ue, how 
qe 1 Yap 4 be at e ſhe ſhall never 3 Church 
bo ore, that ſhe ſhall not. 
| L. Fal. How, Sir, not to Church, the chiefeſt Recre- 
ation of a City Lady? F 
. Sir Feeb, That's all one, Madam, that tricking and dreſ- 
8 £22, and prinking and Fatching, is not your De votion 
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ä My Nephew——Baby 
Rogues ſtare at one another; like will to like, I fee 


284 The Lutry, Crance; or, 


to Heaven, but to the young Knayes that are iek's and 


combꝰ d and are minding. you more than the Parſon... 
ods bobs there are more Cuckolds deſtin di in the Chucch, 
ub are made out of it. 
Sir Cau. Hah, ha, ha, be tickles ye' vai 7 
0 his Lad 
Bel. Not one chance look this ge yet * 
I can forgive her lovely Eyes, 
Becauſe they look not pleas'd with all this 8 3 
And yet methinks ſome ſympathy in Love 
Might this way glance their Beams——1 cannot hold 
— Sir, is this fair Lady my Aunt? 
Sir Feeb. Oh, Francis! Come hither, Francis. 
Tette, here's a young Rogue has a mind to kiſs thee. 
[Puts them together, . ſhe ſtarts back, 
ay ſtart not, he s my own Fleſh and Blood, 
look, look how: the.you 


that. 
Let. There's ſomething in his Face ſo like my Belmour, 
it calls wy Bluſhes up, and leaves my Heart e 
Enter Ralph. TE, 
Ralph, Sir, Dinner's on the Table. 
Sir Feeb. Come, come lei s in then—Genilemen 
and Ladies, 


And ſhare to day my Pleaſures and Delight, 
But — 
Adds bobs oy wuſt be * mine own at « Night, 


"5 i 
F 
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A Gn 


» Gayman's Lodging. 


Enter Gayman in 4 Night- Cap, and an old Campaign 
Coat tied about him, very melancholy. 


6). FOURSE on my Birth! Curſe on my faichleſs 
Fern? l 

Curſe on my Stars, and curſt be all but Love! 

That dear, that charming Sin, tho Chaye pull d 

innumerable Miſchiefs on my head, 

[ have not, nor I cannot find Repentance for. 

No let me die deſpis d, upbraided, poor; © 

Let Fortune, Friends and all abandon me 

But let me hold thee, thou ſoft ſmiling God, 

Cloſe to my heart while Life continues there. 

Till the laſt pantings of my yital Blood, 

Nay the laſt ſpark of Life and Fire be Loves! rt] 
| Enter Rag. | 

How now, Rag, what's a Clock ? | | 
Rag. My Belly can inform you better than my Tongue. 
Gay, Why you gormandizing Vermin you, what bave 

jou done with the Three pence I gave you a fortnight ago. 
Rag. Alas, Sir, that's all gone long ſince. 20 
Gay, You gutling Raſcal, you are enough to breed a 

Famine in a Land, I have known ſome induſtrious Foot- 

men, that have not only. gotten their own Living, but a 

pretty Livelihood for their Maſters too. 28 
Rag. Ay, till they came to the Gallows, Sir. 
Gay. Very well, Sirrah, they died in an honourable 

Calling —but hark ye Rag, have buſineſs, very earneſt 

bulineſs abroad this Evening z now were you a Raſcal of 

Docity, you wou'd invent a way to get home my laſt 

Suit that was laid in Lavender—with the Appurtenances - 

ſtercunto belonging, as Perriwig, Crayat, and ſo forth. 


| 


186 The Lacxy CHANCE; oy, 
Rag. Faith Maſter, I muſt deal in the black Art they, 
for no human means will do't——and now I talk of th 
black Art, Maſter, try your Power once more with ny 
Land lady. . | 

Gay. Oh! name her not, the thought on't turns ny 
Stomach—a ſight of her is a Vomit 3 but he's a bold Hen 
that dares venture on her for a kiſs, and all beyond tha 
fare is Hell it ſelf—yet there's my laſt, laſt Refuge—anl 
I muſtto'this Wedding know not what, but ſomething 
whiſpers me, this Night I ſhall be happy—and withou 
Julia *is impoſſible! 5 „ 

Rag. Julia, who's that ? my Lady Fulbank, Sir? 

Gay, Peace Sirrah —— and Call ca 
Pox on't come back and yet yes 
my fulſome Landlad x. Exit Ng 
Sir Cautious knows me not by Name or Perſon. 
And J will to this Wedding, I'm ſure of ſeeing Julia thers 
And what may come of that—but here's old Naſty com, 

ing. . | 3 
I ſmell her up bah, my dear Landlady. " 
Enter Rag and Landlady. "50 
Quite out of breath —— a Chair there for my Landlady, 

Rag. Here's ne*er a one, Sir, | 

Land. More of your Money and leſs of your Ciylliy, 
good Mr. Wafteall. 

Gay. Dear Landlady————— 

Land, Dear me no Dears, Sir, bnt let me haye my 
Money—Eight Weeks Rent laft Friday; beſides Tayern, 
Ale-bouſes, Chandlers, Landreſſes Scores, and ready Mo» WM 
ney out of my Purſe; you know it, Sir. 

" Gay. Ay, but your Husband don't; ſpeak ſoftly, 

Land. My Husband! what do you think to fright me 
with my Husband ?— I'd have you to know I'm an honek 
Woman, and care not this=—for my Husband. Is thi 
all the thanks I haye for my kindneſs, for patching, bot 
rowing and ſhifting for you; was but laſt Week 1 Pan 
my beſt Petticoat, as I hope to wear it again, it coſt me 
ſix and twenty ſhillings belides 1 ; then this Morning 
my new Noruich Mantua followed, and two poſi 
Spoons, I had the whole dozen when you came firſt; bu 


— 
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hey dropt, and dropt, till I had only Judas left for my 

usband. : * 
= Hear me, good Landlady. E | 

Land. Then I've paſt my word at the George Tavern, 
xr forty Shillings for you, ten Shillings at my Neighbour 

ab for Ale, beſides ſeven Shillings to Mother Suds for 
Waſhing z and do you fob me off with my Husband? |. 

Gay, Here, Rag, ran and fetch her a Pint of Sack 
there's no other way of quenching the Fire in her flabber 

ps. ; [ Exit Rag. 

But my dear Landlady, have a little Patience. 

Land. Patience! I ſcorn your Words, Sir — is this 
a place to truſt in? tell me of Patience, that us d to have 
my money before hand; come, come, pay me quickly— 
or old Gregory Grimes houſe Thall be too hot to hold you, 

Gay, Is't come to this, can I not be heard ? 

Land. No, Sir, you had good Clothes when you came 
fiſt, but they dwindled daily, till they dwindled to this 
ld Campaign -with tan'd coloured Lining —once 
red—but now all Colours of the Rain-bow, a Cloke to 
Wculk in a Nights, and a pair of piſs-burn'd ſhammy 
breeches. Nay, your very Badge of Manhood's gone too, 


Gay, How, Landlady ! nay then i faith no wonder if 


you rail ſo. | : 
Land. Your Silver Sword I mean —tranſmogrified to 


this two-handed Basket Hilt—this old Sir Guy of Warwick 


—which will ſell for nothing but old Iron. In fine, I'll. 


W have my Money, Sir, or i faith Alſatia ſhall not ſhelter you. 
| D Emer Rag. | > 9 
Gay, Well, Landlady—if we muſt part —let's drink at 
parting 3 here Landlady, here's to the Fool — that ſhall love 
jou better than I have done. IsSighing drinks, 
Land. Rot your Winle————dy'e think to pacify me 
With Wine, Sir? N 
[She refuſing to drink, he holds open her Jaws, Rag 
throws a Glaſs of Wine into her Mouth. 
——\V bat will you force me? no- give me another 
Gaſs, I ſcorn to be To uncivil.to be forced, my ſeryice 
to you, Sir — this ſhan't do, Sir. 5 
[She drinks, he embracing her ae, 
4 
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188 The Lucky CHANCE; , 


Ah Cloris, "tis in vain you ſcold, 
Whilſt your Eyes kindle ſuch a Fire. 
Dur Railing. cannot make me cold, 

So faſt as they a warmth inſpire, _ 


Tand. Well, Sir, you have no reaſon to complain 
my Eyes nor my Tongue neither, if rightly underſtood 
; Wee 

Gay. I know you are the beſt of Landladies, Wa 
As ſuch I drink your Health Draa 
But to upbraid a Man in Tribulation fie is od 
done like a Woman of Honour, a Man that loyes yo 


we e 875 | UL She drink, 4 
Land. I am a little haſty ſometimes, but ou knoj 
my. good Nature. ay £ | 


Gay, I do, and therefore truſt my little wants yit 
you, e 
I ſhall be rich again and then my deareſt Landladj— 
Land. Wou'd this Wine might n&er go thro me, 
I wou'd not go, as they ſay, thro Fire and Water—h 
night or by day for you.  ', *' [She drm 
Gay. And as this is Wine I do believe thee. | He drin. 
Land. Well——you have no money in your Pocks 
now, I'll warrant you —— here——here's ten Shilling 
for you old Gregory knows not of 
| [Opens a great greaſy Purſh 
Gay. I cannot in Conſcience take it, good Faith I can 
5 the next Quarrel you'll hit me in the Tees 
with it. e e e 
Tand. Nay pray no more of that; forget it, forgt 
it. I owu I was to blame——here, Sir, you ſhall takt 
it | F 


Cay. Ay. but what ſhou'd 1 do wit Mou i 
theſe damn'd Breeches? — No put it up——T can't ap 


— abroad thus——no I'Il ſtay at home, and loſe ny 

A 3 1 

0 Land. Why, is there no way to redeem one of yout 
uits 2 . 4 1 | | 1 : 1 0 | ' 

die, WIA o e Land. 
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ig 
land. Die——marry Heavens forbid—1 would not for 
e World let me ſee—hum—what does it lie for? 
Gay. Alas! dear Landlady a Sum—a Sum. 1 
Lind, Well, ſay no more, Fil lay about me. F 4 
Gay, By this kifs but you ſhall not—Aſafetida by thi 
joht, 
as of Lan: Shall not 2 chat's a good one ifaid; ſtall you 
e, or 1: ; 
10 Gay. But ſhou'd your Husband know it. 
l. Husband —marry come up, Husbands know 
Dring Fives ſecrets ? No fure, the World's not ſo bad yet. 
"is ere do your 2 lie? and for what? | 
TT %) Five Pound equips me—Rag can conduct you 
4710 ut I fay you ſhall not go, I've ſworn. . n 
troy 4d. Meddle with your matter. —let me ſee, the 
ale Cup that Molly's Grandmother left her, will pawn 
s wit or about that ſun VII ſneak it out- well, Sir, 
jou ſhall have your things preſently trouble not your 
%, but expect me.. [Ex. Landlady and Rag. 
me 62. Was ever man put to ſuch beaftly ſhifts ? Sdeath 
er—bj ow ſhe ſtunk my ſenſes are mult luxuriouſly regalꝰd 
rin ere's my perpetual Muſick too n 
armks 


. Knocking of Hammers on an Anvil, 
be ringing of Bells is an Aſs to't. 5 
Enter Rag. 
| Rag, Sir there's one in a Coach below wou'd ſpeak to 
ou. 
Gay, With me, and in a Coach ! who can it be? 
Rag. The Devil, I think, for he has a ſtrange Coun- 
penance, | | | 
Gay, The Devil! ſhew your ſelf a Raſcal of Parts, 
rah, and wait on him up with Ceremony, 
Rag. Who, the Devil, Sir? 
Gay. Ay, the Devil, Sir, if you mean to thrive, 
2 Lit Rag. 
Who can this be but ſee he comes to inform me 
vichdraw. | 


Pocket 
lliltng! 


Parſt 
J can- 
Teeth 


forget 
| take 


ey i 
t ap 


ſe mf 


Enter Bredwel dreſt lik: a Devil. 


your 
J bred, I come to bring you this 


| Grves him a Letter. 
Gaz man 


1 and 
Land. 
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190 The Lucky cuax or; or, 
 Gaymian reads. | 


Ecejve what Love and Fortune preſent 1 with 
be grateful and be ſilent, or Tak vaniſh lik 
dream, and leave you more wretched than it found Tu 


+ <ul, $00 an 
—h — [Gives him a hag of 1 


Bred, Nay view it, Sir, tis all ſubſtantial Gold, 


Gay. Now dare not Lask one civil queſtion. for fear 
vaniſh all = 
But 1 may ask, how 'tis I ought to pay for this gre 
Bounty. 

Bred. Sir, all the Pay i 18 Secrecy —menmmmmn 
Say. And is this al that is required, Sir? 

| Bred. No, you're invited to the Shades below. 
Say. Hum, Shades. below! I am not preparedk 


ſuch a Journey, Sir. 


Bred. If you have Courage, Youth” or "Love, you! 
follow me: _ 
When Night's black Curtain's drawn around the Won 
And mortal Eyes are ſafely lockt in ſleep, 


{ In feign*d Heroick Tin 


And no bold Spy dares view when Gods 285 
Then I'll conduct thee to the Banks of Bliſs. 
Durſt thou not truſt me ? 
- Gay, Yes ſure, on ſuch ſubſtantial ſecurity. 
[Hugs the but 
Bred. Juſt when the Day is vaniſh'd into N ight, 
And only winking Stars inform the World, 
Near to the Corner of the ſilent Wall, 
In Fields of Lincolns- Inn, thy Spirit ſhall meet thee, 
— Farewell. (Goes ou 
_ Gay, Hum I am awake ſure, and this is Gold 
graſp, 
T could not ſee this Devil's cloven Foot; 
Nor am I ſuch a Coxcomd to believe, 
But he was as ſubſtantial as his Gold, | 
Spirits, Ghoſts, Hobgoblins, Furies, Fiends and Devil 


© 
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pe often heard old Wives fright Fools and Children with, 
Which, once arriv'd to common Senſe, they laugh ar, 
No, I am for things poſſible and natural 5 - 
dome Female Devil, old and damn'd ta vglineſs, 

And paſt all hopes of Courtſhip and Addref, 
Full of another Devil calld Deſire, | 
Has ſeen this face this Shape this Youth, 
Ind thinks it's worth her hire. It muſt be ſo: 
| muſt moi] on in the damn'd dirty Rad. 
And ſure ſuch Pay will make the Journey eaſy ; 
And for the price of the dull drudging Night, 
All Day Tl purchaſe new and freſh Delight.” ¶ Exit. 


SCENE IL Sir Feeble's Houſe. 


Enter Leticia, purſu'd by Phillis. 
Phil. Why, Madam, do you leave the Garden, 
For this retregt to Melancholy? Fo 
Let, Becaliſe it ſutes my Fortune and my Humour; 
And even thy, Preſence wou ' d afflict me now. 1 
Phil, Madam, 1 was ſent after you; my Lady Ful- 


bank has challeng'd Sir Feeble at Bowls, and ſtakes a Ring 


of fifty Pound againſt his new Chariot. 
Let. Tell him I wiſh him Luck in every thing, 
But in his Love to me | 


Co tell him I am. viewing of the Garden, [Ex. Phillis, 


— Bleſt be this kind Retreat, this lone Occaſion, 
That lends a ſhort Ceſſation to my Torments, 


And gives me leave to vent my Sighs and Tears. [Weeps. d 


Enter Belmour at a diſtance behind her. 

Bel. And doubly bleſt be all the Powers of Love, 
That give me this dear Opportunity. | 

Let, Where were you, all ye pitying Gods of Love? 
That once ſeem'd pleas'd at Belmour's Flame and mine, 
And ſmiling. join'd our Hearts, our ſacred Vows, 
And ſpread your Wings, and held your Torches high. 

Bel, Oh— { She flarts, and pauſes, 

Let. Where were you now? When this unequal Mar- 


riage 
Gave 
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Gave me from all my Joys, gave me from Belmour 
Your Wings were flag d, your Torches bent to Ear: , 
And all your little Bonnets veil'd your Eyes; 
You ſaw not, or were deaf and pitileſs. 
Bel. Oh my Leticia ? 
Let. Hah, tis there again; that very Voice was 34, 
mour s: 
Where art thou, Oh thou lovely charming Shade? 
For ſure thou canſt not take a Shape to fright | me. | 
What art thou ?—ſpeak ! | 
[ Noz looking behind ber 90 for fa 
© Bel, Thy conſtant true Adorer, + 
Who all this fatal Day has haunted thee _ 
To eaſe his tortur d Sous.  [ Approaching neary, 
Let. My Heart is well acquainted with that Voice, 
But Oh "= Eyes dare not encounter thee. 
[Speaking with ſu igns of fear, 
Bel. 101 it becauſe thou'ſt broken all thy Vows ? 
—Taketo thee Courage, and behold thy Slaughrers 
Let. Yes, tho the Sight wou'd blaſt me, 1 wou'd view it 
Turn, 
— Tis he—*tis very Belmour ! or ſo like I. 
I cannot doubt but thou deſery'ſt this Welcome. 
[ Embraces hin, 


Bel. Oh my Leticia 
Let. I'm ſure I graſp not Air; thou art no Fantom: 
Thy Arms return not empty to my Boſom, 
But meet a ſolid Treaſure. | 
Bel. A Treaſure thou ſo eaſily threw'ſt away; 
A Riddle ſimple Love ne er underſtood. 
Let, Alas, I heard, my Belmour, thou wert dead, 
Bel. And was it thus you mourn'd my Funeral ? 
Let. J will not juſtify my hated Crime: 
But Oh! remember 1 was poor and help.eſs, 
And much reduc'd, and much impos d upon. 
[Belmour weep 
Bel. And Want oompelbd thee to tbis wretched Mat 
riage——did i it ? 
Let. 'Tis not a Marriage, ſince my Belmour lives 5 
The Conſummation were Adultery. 
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17 gas thy Wife before, wo't thou deny me? 
rth, bel. No, by thoſe Powers that heard our mutual Vows, - 

boſe Vows that tie us faſter than dull Prieſts. 

Let, But oh my Belmour, thy ſad Citcumſtances 

mit thee not to make a publick Claimm 
ou art proſcribed, and dieſt if thou art ſeen. 

Bel, Alas! | — 4 

Lat. Yet I wou d wander with thee o'er the World, 

nd ſhare thy humbleſt Fortune with thy Love 

| zel. Is't poſſible, Leticia, thou wou' dſt fly © | 
fene foreign Shores with me? iti zol 14 

„. Can Belmour doubt the Soul he knows ſo well! 

Bel, Perhaps in time the King may find my Innocence, 
nearer ied may extend his Mercy 5; © ; 6.2 11d 
2) ean time I'll make proviſion for our Flight, 

Let, But how. twixt this and that can 1 defend my ſelf 
Ihen om the loath'd Arms of an impatient Dotard, that I may 
me a ſpotleſs Maid to thee ?, * 16d 1h 
Be, Thy native Modeſty and my Induſtry y 
all well enough ſecure us. | A 
gn your nice Virgin-Cautions all the da; 
hen truſt at night to my Conduct to preſerve thee, ---- 

and wilt thou yet be mine? Oh ſwear ainew, © 
ve me again thy Faith, thy Vows, thy Soul; 
pr mine's ſo ſick with this Day's fatal Buſineſs, - 

needs a Cordial of that mighty ſtrength | 
ve ſwear, ſo as if thou break ſ. 
hou mayſt be — any thing but damn d, Leticia. 

Let. Thus then, and hear me Heaven! [ Kneel;, 
bel. And thus I'll liſten to the. [ Kneels, 
Enter Sir Feeble, L. Fulbank, Sir Cautious. 

Sir Feb. Lette, Cette, Lette, where are you little 

ozue, Lette? 

Hab hum what's here 


wohn [ Bel. ſnatches her to his Boſom, as if. ſhe fainted. 
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view it 
Turns, 
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L him, 


m: 


bel. Oh Heavens, ſhe's gone, ſhe's gone 
dr Feeb. Gone whither is ſhe gone ?—ir ſeems ſhe 
d the Wit to take good Company with her !łb⸗ł„væGũ6 

| The Women go to her, take her up. 
. She's gone to Heaven, * for ought I know. 


Vol. III. Sir Ca. 
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Sir Cau. She was reſolv'd to go in a Fella 
Arms, I fee, © W 
Sir Feeb. Go to, Franci. go to. 
L. Ful. Stand back, Sir, ſhe recovers, 
Bel, Alas, I found her dead upon the Floor, 
| nee J have left her ſo if I had known * 
min | 
Sir Feeb. Was it ſo was it fo ?-——_—=Got ſo, 
no means, Francis... 121 i 
Let. Pardon him, Sir, for ſurely 1 had died, 
But for his timely coming. 
Sir Feeb. Alas, poor Pupſey was it ſick 
bere—hete's a fine thing to make it well again, Con 
buſs, and it ſhall have it—oh how I long for Night, 
Ralph, are the Fidlers ready ? 1 | 
Rull. They are tuning in the Hall, Sir, 
Sir Feeb, That's well, they know my mind, Ih 
that ſame twang, twang, twang, ſum, fum, tweed 
tweedle, tweedle, then ſerue go the Pins, till a u 
Teeth are on an edge ; then | .nk ſays a ſmall Gut, x 
there we are at a lols again, I long to be in bed wil 
—hey tredodle, tredodle, tredodle, —with a hay tred 
tredodle, tredom ̃ 51574 | 
| Dancing and playing on his Stick like 41 
Sir Cau. A prudent Man would reſerve himſelſ 
Good-facks I danc'd ſo on my Wedding day, that yi 
I came to Bed, to my ſhame be it ſpoken, I fel 
- aſleep, andAlept till morning. N 
I. Fal. Where was your Wiſdom then, Sir Cauiin 
But 1 know what a wiſe Woman ought to have done 
Sir Feeb, Odsbobs that's. Wormwood, that's Wo 
wood! ſhall have my young Huſſey fera-gog too; [| 
= hear there are better things in the World than ſhe la 
home, and then odsbobs, and then they'll ha't, adod! 
will, Sir Cantions, Ever while you live, keep 2 
ignorant, unleſs 2 Man be as brisk as his Neighbours 
Sir Can. A wife Man will keep 'em from baudy G 
ings then, and Goſhpings, 
Sir Feeb. Chriſtnings and Goſſipings! why they att 
very Schools that debauch our Wiyes, as Daneing ddt 
do our Daughters, Sir (lf 


or, 


Fella 
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dr Cay. Ay, when the overjoy'd good Man invites em 
againſt that time Twelve- month: Oh he's a dear Man, 
5 one muſt marry, cries. another, here's a Man 
leed—mMy Husband—God help him ; 

vir Feeb, Then he falls to telling of her Grieyance, till 
lf maudlin) ſhe weeps again: Juſt my Condition, cries 
ird: ſo the Frolick goes round, and we poor Cuc- 
Ids are anatomiz d, and turn'd the right fide outwards ; 


bobs we are, Sir Cautious. 


Sir Cau. Ay, ay, this Grievance ought to be redreſt, 


fteble; the grave and ſober part o'th' Nation are 

eby ridicul'd, | 

j, and cuckolded too for ought I know. 

L. ul. Wiſe Men knowing this, ſhould not expoſe 

eir Infirmities, by marrying us young Wenches 3 who, 

thout Inſtruction, find how we are impos'd upon. 

er Fiddles playing, Mr. Bearjeſt and Diana dancing z 
Bredwel, Noiſey, exc. 


L. Ful. So, Couſin, I ſee you have found the way to 


. Dy's Heart. 


Bu, Who, I, my dear Lady Aunt? I never knew 


tone way to a Woman's Heart, and that road I have 
t yet travelled; for: my Uncle, who is a wiſe Man, ſays 
trimony is a fort of a——kind of aas it were, 
e ſee, of a Voyage, which every Man of Fortune is 
und to make one time or other; and Madam am, 
t were——a bold Adventurer, 
Di, And are you ſure, Sir, you will venture on me? 
Bear, Sure. I thank you for that as if I could 
t believe my Uncle; For in this caſe a young Heir has 
more to do, but to come and ſee, ſettle, marry, and 
you ſcurvily. 
di, How, Sir, ſcuryily ? 
Bear, Very ſcurvily, that is to ſay, be always faſhio- 
ly drunk, deſpiſe the Tyranny of your Bed, and reign 
gute) —— keep a Seraglio of Women, and let my 
ad Iſſue inherit; be ſeen once a Quarter, or ſo, 
you in the Park for Countenance, where we lol} 
b leyeral ways in the gilt Coach like Janus, or a 
ad-Eagle, 


TS : 4 Di. 
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Di. And do you expect I ſhou'd be honeſt the wii, 
Bear. Heaven forbid, not I, I have not met with i 
Wonder in all my Travels. . 
I. Ful. How, Sir, not an honeſt Woman? 
Bear, Except my Lady Aynt—Nay, as I am a Gen! 
man and the firſt of my Family — ou ſhall pardonn 
here—cuff me, cuff me ſoundly. [ Kneels to 
| Enter Gayman richly dreſl, 
Gay. This Love's a damn'd bewitching thing... 
tho I ſhould loſe my Aſſignation with my Devil, Id 
not hold from ſeeing Julia to night: hah——there, 
with a Fop at her Feet. Oh Vanity of Woman 


M16 [Softly pulls | 

L. Ful. Oh Sir, you're welcome from Northamy 
ſhire, 

Gay. Hum ſurely ſhe knows the Cheat. [44 


L. Ful. You are ſo gay, you ſave me, Sir, the lab 
of asking if your Uncle be alive. 
Gay. Pray Heaven ſhe have not found my Cir 
ſtances ! 25 4 
But if ſhe have, Confidence muſt aſſiſt m. 
And, Madam, you're too gay for me to inquit 
Whether you are that Julia which I left you? 
I. Eil. Oh, doubtleſs, Sir 
Gay. But why the Devil do I ask —— Yes, you are 
the ſame; one of thoſe hoiting Ladies, that love not 
like Fool and Fiddle; Crouds of Fops ; had rathe 
publickly, tho dully flatter'd, than privately ador'd; 
love to paſs for the Wit of the Company, by talking 
and loud, | 70 | | 
L. Ful. Rail on, till you have made me think my} 
tue at ſo low Ebb, it ſhould ſubmit to you, 
Say. What —— I'm not diſcreet enough; 
]'!] babble all in my next high Debauch, 
Boaſt of your Favours, and deſcribe your Charms 
To every wiſhing Fool, e 
I . Ful. Or make moſt filthy Verſes of me 
Under the name of Cloris you Philander, 
Who in leud Rhimes confeſs the dear Appointment; 
What Hour, and where, how ſilent was the Night 


1 
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ow full of Love your Eyes, and wiſhing mine. 

ih no; if you can afford me a Leaſe of your Love, 

the old Gentleman my Husband depart this wicked 

ſorld, 5 

n for the Bargain. 

vir Cau. Hum 

ile; 

Ga), Unreaſonable Julia, is that all, 

Love, my Sufferings, and my Vows muſt hope? 

tme an Age - ſay when you will be kind, 

1d 1 will Janguiſh out in ſtarving Wiſh : 

thus to gape for Legacies of Love, 

| Youth be paſt Enjoyment, 

e Devil L will as ſoon farewel, [LO/ers to go. 

L. Fal. Stay, I conjure you ſtay, | 

Gay. And Joſe my Aſſignat ion with my Devil. Aſide. 

Sir Cau. *Tis ſo, ay, ay, 'tis fo—and wife Men will 

reeive it; *tis here here in my forehead, it more 

an buds ; it ſprouts, it flouriſhes. 

vir Feb, So, that young Gentleman has nettled him, 

ne him to the quick: 1 hope he'll chain her up—the 

d-Bee's in his Quonundrum in Charity I'll relieve 

m Come my Lady Fulbank, the Night grows old 

jon our hands; to dancing, to jiggiting-———Come, 

ll I lead your Lady ſhip? | 

L. Fal. No, Sir, you fee I am better provided 
5 [Takes Gayman's hand. 

vir Cau. Ay, no doubt on't, a Pox on him for a young 

:dlome Dog. [They dance all, 

dir Feeb, Very well, very well, now the Poſſet; and 

1—— ods bobs, and then | 

Di, And then we'll have t'other Dance. 

vt Feeb. Away Girls, away, and ſteal the Bride to Bed 

j haye a deal to do upon their Wedding-nights ; and 

at with the tedious Ceremonies of dreſſing and undreſ- 


or, 


ne whil 
With i 


what's here, a young Spark at my 
[Goes about em. 


a Genf 
ardonm 
els to 


i 
vil, I q 
there, 
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| pull, 
thamji 


| inquire 


* 


vou are 
ve nott 
d rather 
ord; 
talkin? 


k my} 


1 


ms 2, the ſmutty Lectures of the Women, by way of In- 

tion, and the little Stratagems of the young Wenches 
2 odds bobs, a Man's cozen'd of half his Night: 
r, me Gentlemen, one Bottle, and then — we'll toſs the 
nent; W'*ing.  [Exeunt all but L. Ful. Bred. who are talk- 
Wight ing, and Gayman. 
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L. Ful. But doſt thou think he'll come? 
Bred, I do believe ſo, Madam 
L. Ful. Be ſure you contrive ſo, he may not knoy yl 
ther, or to whom he comes, 
| Bred, I warrant you, Madam, for our Parts. 
| Exit Bredwel, ſtealing out Gayn 
L. Ful. How now, what departing ? 
Gay. You are going to the Bride-Chamber, 
L. Ful. No matter, you ſhall ſtay 
Gay. I hate to have you in a Croud. 
L. Ful. Can you deny me will you not give; 
one lone hour i'th' Garden? | | 
Gay. Where we ſhall only tantalize each other yi 
dull kiſſing, and part with the ſame Appetite we met 
No, Madam; beſides, I have buſineſs 
L. Ful. Some Aſſignation is it ſo indeed! 
Gay. Away, you cannot think me ſuch a Traitor, 
moſt important buſineſs — | | 
I. Ful. Oh *tis too late for buſineſs—let to mom 
lerve. 
Gay. By no means —the Gentleman is to go on 
Town. 
L. Fal. Riſe the earlier the. | 
Gay. —But, Madam, the Gentleman lies dangeroul) 
ſick and ſhould he die 2 
L. Ful. Tis not a dying Uncle, I hope, Sir? 
Gay, Hum | < 4 
L. Ful. The Gentleman a dying, and to go ou 
Town to morrow? _ | "4 
Gay. Ay—a—he goes—in a Litter tis his Fa 
Madam Change of Air may recover him. _ 
L. Ful. So may your change of Miſtreſs do me, 5! 
farewel. | [ Goes 
Gay. Stay Julia Devil be damn'd —for you 
tempt no more, I'll love and be undone bu 
DT © manner nm nerncs | 
And if I ſtay, the moſt that I ſhall gain 
Is but a reconciling Look, or Kiſs, 
No, my kind Goblin— f 
Vl keep my Word with thee, as the leaſt Evil; 
A tantalizing Woman's worſe than Devil, 
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or, 
A CT M. SCENET. 
Sir Feeble 5 Houſe. 


know WI 


The Second Song before the Entry. 
A 3 O NG made by Mr. Check. 


ther xi more Lucinda, 5 / expoſe no more F 
» met To the admiring World thoſe conquering Charms . 


In vain all day unhappy Men adore, 

What the hind Night gives to my longing Arms. | 
Ti, vain Attempts can neer ſucceſsful prove, 
Whilt 1 fo well maintain the Fort of Love, 


ed! 
aitor, 


d mom 
u to the World with ſo bewitching Arts, 


Your daxling Beanty you around diſplay, . 

d triumph in the Spoils of broken Hearts, 

That ſink beneath your feet, and croud your Way. 
% | ſuffer now your Cruelty to ceaſe, 

(nd 10 a fruitleſs War prefer a Peace. 


30 ou 


eroull 


Enter Ralph with Light, Sir Feeble, and Belmour Nad. 
o on 


his F 


hir Feb. QO, ſo, they're gone Come, Francis, you 
ſhall have the Honour of undreſſing me far 
he Encounter; but twill be a ſweet one, Francis. 


me, Sa Pell. Hell take him, bow he teazes me 

60% | [ Undreſſing all the while. 
you . ir Feeb. But is the young Rogue laid, Franci.—is 
bu dee ton to Bed? What Tricks the young Baggages have 


o whet a man's Appetite ? 

Bel, Ay, Sir Pox on him the will raiſe my 
Anger up to Madneſs, and 1 ſhall kill him to prevent his 
going toBed to her.. { Afide. 


vil; 


1 Fir Feeb. 
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Sir Feeb, A piſe of thoſe Bandftrinos — | 
the leſs ſpeed, 12 ags —the more daf 
Bel. be it ſo in all things, I beſeech thee, Venus 
Sir Feeb. Thy aid a little, Francis oh, oh 

thou choakſt me, sbobs, what doſt mean? 
[Pinches him by the Tür 

Bel. You had fo hamper'd 'em, Sir the Deyil 

very miſchievous in me. » [Alt 

Sir Feeb. Come, come, quick, good Francis, adg 
I'm as yare as a Hawk at the young Wanton-——ninbj 
good Francis, untruſs, untrus. 

Bel. Cramps ſeize ye what ſhall I do ? the ney 
Approach diſtracts me. ; Ald 

Sir Feeb. So, ſo, my Breeches, good Francis, } 
well Francis, how doſt think 1 got the young Jade n 
Wife? ö 

Bel. With five hundred pound a year Jointure, Sir, 

Sir Feb. No, that wou'd not do, the Baggage n 
damnably in love with a young Fellow they call Belmm 
a handſome young Raſcal he was, they ſay, that's tn 
on't ; and a pretty Eſtate ; but happening to kill a Man 
was forced to fly. 53. 

Bel. That was great pity, Sir. 

Sir Feeb, Pity ! bang him, Rogue, sbobs, and all th 
young Fellows in the Town deſerve it; we can never key 
our Wives and Daughters honeſt for rampant young Dog 
and an old Fellow cannot put in amongſt 'em, under 
ing undone, with Preſenting, and the Devil and all.] 
what doſt think I did? being damnably in love 
feign'd a Letter as from the Hague, wherein was a Rei 
tion of this Tame Belmour s being hang d. 

Bel, Is't poſſible, Sir, you cou'd deviſe ſuch News! 
Sir Feeb, Poſſible Man! I did it, I did it; ſhe ſwoont 

gat the News, ſhut her ſelf up a whole Month in her Chan 
ber; but 1 preſented high: ſhe ſigh'd and wept, and ſo 
ſhe'd never marry ; till I preſented ; ſhe bated, loathe 
ſpit upon me; ſtill adod J preſented, till I preſented 6 
ſelf effectually in Church to her; for ſhe at Jaſt wilt 
conſidered her Vows were cancell'd, ſince Belmour 


kang d. | Þi p 
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a) bel. Faith, Sir, this was very cruel, to take away his 

"2 ume, and then his Miſtreſs, 2 f b 
4. Sir Feeb, Cruel! thou'rt an Aſs, we are but even with 

oh he brisk Rogues, for they take away our Fame, cuckold 

w and take away our Wives so, ſo, my Cap, 
e Thr 0c : 
ie Den Ze. And do you think this Marriage lawful, Sir? 

£7 BY Feb. Lawful ! it ſhall be when I've had Livery and 
js, ahn of ber Body——and that ſhall be preſently, Rogue 
—imby quick —beſides, this Belmour dares as well 

e hang'd as come into England. 
the nen bel. If be gets his Pardon, Sir. 

[464 Sir Feeb. Pardon! no, no, I have took care for that, 
4s, r bave, you muſt know, got his Pardon already. 
Jade m Bel. How, Sir! got his Pardon, that's ſome amends 

or robbing him of his Wife, Kt 
, Sir, dir Feeb, Hold, honeſt Francis; What, doſt think 
age wah kindneſs to him ? No you Fool, I got his Par- 
Belm on my ſelf, that no body elſe ſhould have it, fo that if 
at's mul gets any body to ſpeak to his Majeſty for it, his Ma- 
1 Man He cries he has granted it; but for want of my appear - 

| nce, he's deſun&, truſt up, hang'd, Francis. 

Bel, This is the moſt excellent Revenge Lever heard of, 
d all ty vir Feeb, Ay, I learnt it of a great Politician of our 
ver ke Times. 
ng Doge. But have you got his Pardon ? | 
inder be Sir Feb, I've done't, I've done't; Pox on him, it 
all. Mot me five hundred pounds tho: Here tis, my Solicitor 
obe it me this Evening. [ Gives it him. 

a Nel. This was a lucky hi. and if it ſcape me, let 

ne be hang'd by a Trick indeed. | [ Aſides 
lews! Sir Feeb. So, put it into my Cabinet, —ſafe, Francis, 
woone e. 
r Cn el. Safe, 1'1] warrant you, Sir. 
id ſwore Sir Feeb. My Gown, quick, quick, ————''other Sleeve, 
loathedWÞ(an—ſo now my Night- cap; well, I'Il in, throw open 
nted my Gown to fright away the Women, and jump into 
ſt wie er Arms. [PE Sir Feeble. 
0ur Va bel. He's gone, quickly oh Love inſpire me! 


* 15 Enter 
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Enter a Footman. 
Foot. Sir, my Maſter, Sir Cautious Fuliank, left | 
dg on che bh little Parlor-Table to night, and bid met 
o1't, 
Bel. Hah=—the Bridegroom has it, Sir, who i; 
gone to. Bed, it ſhall be ſent him in the Morning, 
Foot, Tis very well, Sir your Servant 
Exit Foo 
Bol. Let me ſee — here is the Watch, I took it wy 
keep for him—but his ſending has inſpir'd me With a { 
den Stratagem, that will do better than Force, to ſe 
the poor trembling Leticia — who, 1 ſure, is dj 
wich her Fears. [ Exit Bela 


SCENE changes to the Bed-chamber ; 
ticia undreſſing by the Women at the Tall. 


Enter to them Sir Feeble Fainwou'd, 


Bir Feeb, What's here? what's here? the prating \ 
men ſtil], Ods bobs, what not in Bed yet? for tans 


Love, Leticia. 

Let. For ſhame of Modeſty, Sir; you wou'd not bt 
me go to Bed before all this Company. 

Sir Feeb, What the Women! why they muſt ſec 
laid, tis the faſhion, 

Ter. What, with a Man? I "TT not for the Wy 

Oh Belmour, where art thou with all thy Fol 
| 4 

Dj. Nay, Madam, we ſhou'd ſee you laid indeed, 

Let. Fuſt in my Grave, Diana. 

Sir Feeb. Ods bobs here's a Compact amongſt the | 
men—High Treaſon againſt the Bridegroom— there 
Ladies, withdraw, or adod I'll lock you all in, 

[7 hrows open his Gown, they run all aui 
" locks the Door, 
So, ſo, now we're alone, Zeticia—off with this fol 
Modely, and Night (ww, and ide into my Arms. | 
| * [She runs from" 
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. my little Puskin what fly me, my coy Daphnes 
k, leſ [He purſues her. Knogking,. 
; who's that knocks——who's there? 
Bel. Tis I, Sir, tis I, open the door preſently. 
who is Sr Feb. Why, what's the matter, is the Hauſe o-fire ? - 
ang. B' Worſe, Sir, worſe... | Us 
bor fl | [He opens the door, Belmour enters with the 
Food Watch in his hand. . 
* it 'Tis Belmoyr's Voice! | | 
with 3 %,. Ob, Sir, do you know this Wach? 
to ſe Sir Feb. This Wach! | 5 I 
„ , Ay, Sir, this Watch? CO eee 
7 Bel Sir Feb. This Watch! why prithee, why doſt tell 
ne of a Watch ? 'tis Sir Cautious Fulbank*s Watch; what 4 
hen, what a Pox doſt trouble me with Watches? - x | 
[fers to put him out, he returns. F 
Tall. 5. 'Tis indeed bis Watch, Sir, and by this Token he 
as ſent for you, to come immediately to his Houſe, Sir. 
Sir Feb. What a Devil art mad, Francis } or is his 
ating WW or {hip mad, or does he think me mad ?—go, prithee - 
r ſhane)! him I'll come to morrow. [ Goes to put him oùt. 
Bel. To marrow, Sir! why all our Throats may be 
| not Hen before we go to him to morrow. | 
Sir Feeb. What ſayſt thou, Throat cut? | 
iſt ſee Bel. Why the City's up in Arms, Sir, and all the Al- | 
lermen are met at Guild-· Hall; ſome damnable Plot, Sir, | | 


_— — — — 


bid me « 


— — 
— 4 Es | 
— —„- 4 2 * 
0 


he Wa Sir Feb. Hah— Plot— the Aldermen met at Guild- 
miſed hum —wby let em meet, I'll not loſe this 
Id to fave the Nation, | a 
ndeed, Let. Wou'd you to bed, Sir, when the weighty Affairs 
f State require your Preſence? : 
t the VE Sir Feb. —Hum—met at Guild-Hall; my Clothes, 


„ thereleery Gown again, Francis, I'll out out ! what, upon + 
yy Wedding-night? No Il in, 
a Putting on his Gown pauſing, pulls it off again. 


Let. For ſhar;e, Sir, ſhall the Reverend Council of the. 
vis folien debate without you? | 
rms. dir Feeb, Ay, that's true, that's true; come truſs again, 
om l ancis, truſs again yet now I think on't, Francis, 

CC ²˙¹ wd i 

ng. 


ding night, Fe ſee, Francis; and let ſome body g 


 ————Come, follow me, Francis. 


If ever thou defign'ſt to make me bleſt 
Without delay fly this adulterous Bed. 


Ter. 1 will not fail, my Love. 
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my Voice for 
Bel. What, Sir? mo, | 
Sir Feeb, Adod I cannot tell; up in Arms, ſay you 
why, let em fight Dog, fight Bear; mun, III to Be 
Let, And ſhall his Majeſty's Service and Safety lie u 
regarded for a flight Woman, Sir ? 5 
Sir Feb. Hum, his Majeſty ! — come, haſte, Frag 
I'M away, and call Ralph, and the Footmen, and bid n 
arm; each Man ſhoulder bis Musket, and advance 
Pike and bring my Artillery Impliments quick 
and let's away: Pupſey———d'u'y Pupſey, III bring 
a fine thing yet before Morning, it may be— let's away 
I ſhall grow fond, and forget the buſineſs of the Nai 


Exit Sir Feeble, Belmour runs to Leid 
Bel, Now my Leticia, if thou e er didſt love, 


Sir Feeb, Why, Francis, where are you, Knaye? 
Sir Feeb. with 


Bel. 1 muſt be gone, left he ſuſpect us — 1'1l loi 
bim, and return to thee immediately—————get thy | 
ready, 


[ Exit DeLmoul 


Old Man forgive me—thou the Aggreſſor art, 
Who rudely forc'd the Hand without the Heart. 

She cannot from the Paths of Honour rove, 
Whoſe Guide's Religion, and whoſe End is Love, 


- {Ex 


CE N E changes to a Waſh:houſe, oy 
Out- Houſe. | 


guter with a Dark-lanthorn Bredwel diſguis'd like a De- 
vil, leading Gayman, J ä 


Bred, Stay here till I give notice of your coming. 
[Exit Bredwel, lea ves his Dark- Lanthorn. 


d bid * Gay, Kind Light, a little of your aid no mult 1 


hah 


Ivance be peeping, tho my Curioſity ſhould loſe me all 


wick ——Zouns, what here a Hovel or a Hog-ſty ? hum, 
l bring ſee the Wickedneſs of Man, that I ſhould find no time to 
t's any rear in, but juſt when I'm in the Devil's Clutches, 
ne Nai Enter Pert, as an old Woman, with a Staff, 


Old V. Good Even to you, fair Sir. 

Gay, Ha defend me! if this be ſhe, I muſt rival 
the Devi), that's certain. | 

* . Come young Gentleman, dare not you ven- 
ture | 13 
We Gay. He muſt be as hot as Veſavius that does—I ſhall 
„ with never earn my Morning's Preſent. 
= 111 88 0/4 #. What, do you fear a longing Woman, Sir ? 
thy & Gay, The Devil I do——this is a damn'd Preparation 
to Love. 


to Len 


ſion is like the Tide, it ſtays for no man when the hour 
is come 


ar Cay. I'm ſorry 1 have took it at its turning; I'm ſure 
mine's ebbing out as faſt. 
"06, 014 W. Will you not ſpeak, Sir—will you not on? 


Gay, I wou'd fain ask—a civil Queftion or two firſt. 
Old, V. You know too much. Curioſity loſt Paradiſe, 
Gay, Why there's it now. 

Old M. Fortune and Love invite you, if you dare follow 
me, | 
Gay. This is the firſt thing in Petticoats that ever dar'd 
Ene in vain, Where I but ſure ſhe were but human now— 
bor ſundry Conſiderations ſhe might down — but 1 will 
— (s she goes, he follows ; both go out. 
T 
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old . Why ſtand you gazing, Sir? A Woman's Paſ- 


—— > ow 
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SCENE, AChamber in the Apartmen if 
| L. Fulbank. 


Enter Old Woman follow'd by Gayman in the dark, 


Coft Muſick plays, (he leaves hin, 
-Gay: — Hab, Muſick——and Excellent! 


S O NG. 


— 


H Love, that ſtronger art than Wine, 
O Pleaſing Deluſion, Witchery divine, 
Wont to be priz'd above all Wealth, 

Diſeaſe that has more Joys than Health; 
Tho we blaſpheme thee in our Pain, 
And of thy Tyranny complain, 

Me all are better d by thy Reign, 


What Reaſon never can beſtow, 

We to this uſeful Paſſion owe. 
Love wakes the dull from ſluggiſh Eaſe, 
And learns a Clown the Art to pleaſe : 
Humbles the vain, kindles the cold, 
Makes Miſers free, and Cowards bold. 
Iis he reforms the Sot from Drink, 


And teaches airy Fops to thinks 


8 When full brute Appetite is fed, 5 
And choak'd the Glutton lies, and dead; 
Thou new Spirits doſt diſpenſe, 
And fine'ſt the groſs Delights of Senſe, 
Vi rtue's unconquerable Aid, 
That againſt Nature can perſuade ;. 
And makes a roving Mind retire | 
Mithin the Bounds of juſt Deſire. x 
Chearer of Age, Touth's kind Unreſt, 
And half the Heaven of the bleſt, 


Gay, 
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Gay. Ah, Julia, Julia ! if this ſoft Preparation 
Were but to bring me to thy dear Embraces ; 


wy What different Motions wou'd ſurround my Soul, 
From what perplex it now ? 

ark, Enter Nymphs and Shepherds, and dance. 

es him, | 


[Then two dance alone. All go out but Pert and a 

Shepherd. | | 
It theſe be Devils, they are obliging ones: 
did not care if I ventur'd on that laſt Female Fiend. 


Man ſings. 


Ceaſe your Wonder, ceaſe your Gueſs, 
Whence arrives your happineſs. 
Ceaſe your Wonder, ceaſe your Pain, 
Human Fanty is in vain. | 

Chorus. Tis enough, you once ſhall find, , 
Fortune may to Worth be kind ; [gives him Gold, 
And Love can leave off being blind. 


Pert ings, 


You, before you enter here 
On this ſacred Ring muſt ſwear, [Puts it on his 
By the Figure which ts round, Finger, holds 
Tour Paſſion conſtant and profound; his Hand. 
| By the Adamantine Stone, $ tw; 
| To be fixt to one alone: 
By the Luſire, which is true, 
Neer to break your ſacred Vow. 
Lafily, by the Gold that's try'd, 
For Love all Dangers to abide, 


They all dance about him, while thoſe ſame two fing. 


Man, Once about him let us move, 
Jo confirm him true to Love, (bis. 


Gay | Pert. 


— — 
— — 4 
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Ceremony. ls it care of her Honour? 


Goddeſs can ſhe be, for theſe I ſaw were Mortal. No- 


: 
: 
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Pert. Twice with myſtick turning Feet, 
Make him ſilent and diſcreet, (bi 

Man. Thrice about him let us tread, | 
To keep him ever young in Bed, (bis 


Gives him another part. 


Man. Forget Aminta's proud Diſdain; 
Haſte here, and ſigh no more in vain, 
IT The Foy of Love without the Pain, 
Pert, That God repents his former Slights, 
And Fortune thus your Faith requites. 


Both: Forget Aminta's proud Diſdain; 
| Then taſte, and ſigh no more in vain, 
The Foy of Love without the Pain, 
The Fa of Love without the Pain. 


{ Exeunt all Dancers. * on himſelf, and feels on 


Gay. What the Devil can all this mean ? If there be: 
Woman in the Caſe — ſure I have not liv'd fo bad; 
Life, to gain the dull Reputation of ſo modeſt a Coxcomb, 
but that a Female might down with me, without all thi 
that cannot 
this Age affords none ſo nice; Nor Fiend nor 


be 


*tis a Woman——1 am poſitive. Not young nor band. 
ſom, for then Vanity had made her glory to have been 
ſeen. No. ſince tis reſolved, a Woman ſhe 
muſt be old and ugly, and will not balk my Fancy wich 
her ſight, but baits me more with this eſſential Beauty, 


5 


; Well———be ſhe young or old, Woman or Devil, 
She pays, and I'll endeavour io be civil. 


e „ my gow tra 


SCENT 


- 


or, 
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Gill GENE: in the ſame Houſe. The flat 


(dis 


$ about 


re be 4 
) bad a 
xcomb, 
all this 
cannot 
nd nor 


NE 


Scene of the Hall. 


Afier a Knocking, enter Bredwel in his marking Habit, 
with his Vizard in the one Hand, and a Light in 
other, in haſte. 

Bred, Hab, knocking fo late at our Gate — 

[Opens the door. 

Enter Sir Feeble dreſt, and arm'd Cap-a-pee, with 4 
broad Waſte- Belt fluck round with Piſtols, a Helmet, 
Scarf, Buff-coat and half Pike. 

Sir Feeb, How now, how now, what's the matter 

here ? 

Bred, Matter, what is my Lady's innocent Intrigue 
found out ?—Heavens, Sir, what makes you here in this 
yarlike Equipage ? 

Sir Feeb, What makes you in this ſhowing Equipage, Sir ? 

Bred, I have been dancing among ſome of my Friends, 

dir Feeb, And I thought to have been fighting with 
ſome of my Friends. Where's Sir Cautious, where's Sir 

Cautious 2 | 
Bred. Sir Cautious Sir, in Bed. 

a Feeb, Call him, call him quickly good” Ed- 
ward, | | h 

Bred, Sure my Lady's Frolick is betray'd, and he comes 
to make Miſchief” However, I'll go and fecure Mr. 
Gaymans | [Exit Bredwel. 
Enter Sir Cautious and Boy with Light. 

Dick, Pray, Sir, go to Bed, here's no Thieves; all's 
ſtill and well, 

Sir Cau. This laſt Night's misfortune of mine, Dick, 
has kept me waking, and methought all night, 1 heard a 
kind of a ſilent Noiſe. I am ſtill afraid of Thieves 
mercy upon me to loſe five hundred Guineas at one clap, 
Dick. Hah bleſs me! what's yonder ? Blow the 
great Horn, Dick Thieves Murder, Murder! 
| Sir Feeb, Why, what a Pox are you mad? *Tis I, tis 
man. 


Six Cau. 
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Sir Cau. I, who am 1? Speak declare pi 
nounce. | | 

Sir Feeb, Your Friend, old Feeble Fainwou'd. 

Sir Cau. How, Sir Feeble! At this late hour, and on 
his Wedding · Night — why what's the matter, Sir 
is it Peace or War with you?? 

Sir Feeb, A Miſtake, a Miſtake, proceed to the buf 
neſs, good Brother, for time is precious. 

Sir Cau, Some ſtrange Cataſtrophe has happened be 
tween him and his Wife to Night, and makes him diſut 
me thus Fe | (Aſt 
— Come, ſit good Brother, and to the buſineſs as yy 
ſay 5 


[They ſit one at one end of the Table, the other at il. 
other; Dick ſits down the Light and goes out 
both fit gaping and ſtaring, and expecting wha 
either ſhould ſpeak. | 

Sir Feeb, As ſoon as you pleaſe, Sir. Lord, hon 

wildly he ſtares ! He's much diſturb'd in's mind 

Well, Sir, let us be brief—— a; 

Sir Cau. As brief as you pleaſe, Sir —— Well, Br 

ther — [Pauſingſil 
Sir Feb. So, Sir. | | 
Sir Cau, How ſtrangely he ſtares and gapes——-ſame 

deep concern. 
Sir Feeb, Hum —— 
Sir Cas, I liſten to you, adyance= _=_ 
Sir Feeo, Sir? | 
Sir Cau, A very diſtracted Countenance——pray Het 
ven he be not mad, and a young Wife is able to make at 
old Fellow mad, that's the Truth on't. Aſp 
Sir Feeb, Sure tis ſomething of his Lady e's 0 
loth to bring it ou. I am ſorry you are thus diſturb'd, Si, 
Sir Cau. No diſturbance to ſerye a Friend 
Sir Feeb, I think I am your Friend indeed, Sir Ca- 

2 or I wou'd not have been here upon my Wedding 

Night. | 
Sir Cau, His Wedding-Night——there lies his Grie, 

poor Heart! Perhaps ſhe has cuckolded him alread 7 

þ . lat. 


— wm 
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Well, come Brother many ſuch things are done 

Sir Feeb. Done hum come, out with it; Brother 
what troubles you to Night? | 

Sir Cau. Troubles me why, knows he I am robb'd ? 

; LAſide. 

Sir Feeb, 1 may perhaps reſtore you to the Reſt you've 
loſt, 

Sir Cau. The Reſt ; why, have I loſt more ſince? 
Wky know you then who did it?) Oh how I'd be*re- 
yeng'd upon the Raſcal ? 

Sir Feeb, *Tis Jealouſy, the old Worm that 
bite [Aſides 
Who is it you ſuſpect? | | 

Sic Cau. Alas, I know not whom to ſuſpect, I wou'd 
did; but if you cou'd diſcover him I wou'd ſo 
ſwinge him. ö 
Sir Feeb, T know him what, do you take me for 
2 Pimp, Sir ? I know him——there's your Watch again, 
dir; I'm your Friend, but no Pimp, Sir— (Riſes in rage. 

Sir Cau. My Watch; I thank you, Sir but why 
Pimp, Sir ? 

Sir Feeb, Oh a very thriving Calling, Sir——and I 
oh a young Wife to practiſe with. I know your 

ogues. | | : 

Sir Cau. A young Wife! tis ſo, his Gentlewoman 
has been at Hot-Cockles without her Husband, and he's 
horn-mad upon't, I ſuſpected her being ſo cloſe in with 
ha Nephew in a fit with a Pox —— (Aſide.) Come, 

ly Her come, Sir Feeble, tis many an honeſt Man's Fortune. 
ake at Sir Feebs I grant it, Sir——but to the buſineſs, Sir, 1 
bo came for, 
he's f Sir Cau. With all my Soul— 


d, Sil, [ They fit gaping, and expecting when either ſhould 
—_— . ſpeak. Enter Bredwel and Gayman at the door, 
r Cat Bredwel ſees them, and puts Gayman back again. 


ding. Bred, Hah— Sir Feeble, and Sir Cautious there 

what ſhall I do ? For this way we muſt paſs, and to carry 
Grie, WW bim back wou'd diſcover my Lady to him, betray all, and 
oil the Jeſt retire, Sir, your Life depends upon 


Aſide, your being unſeen, [Go . 
Sir Feeb. 
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Sir Feeb.” Well, Sir, do you not know that I am mar. 
ried, Sir? and this my Wedding Night? 

Sir Can. Very good, Sir. 

Sir Feeb. And that L long to be in bed? 

Sir Cau. Very well, Sir. ; 

Sir Feeb. Very ry good, Sir, and very a Sir 
then what the Devil do I make here, Sir? (Riſes in 4 raft. 

Sir Cau. Patience, Brother and forward, 

Sir Feeb, Forward! lend me your hand, good Brother, 
let's feel your Pulſe , how has this Night gone with you? 

Sir Ca#, Ha, ha, ha—this is the oddeſt Quonudrum— 
ſure he's mad—and yet now I think on't, L have not flew 
to night, nor ſhall I ever ſleep again, till I have found 


the Villain that robb'd me. \* (wee), 


Sir Feb, So, now he weeps —far gone—this Lang} 
ing and Weeping i is a very bad ſign! Come, let me lea 
you to your Bed. (46: it, 

Sir Cred, Mad, ſtark mad—no, now I'm up *tis.ng 
matter pray eaſe your troubled. Mind am your 
Friend out with - wot, was it W ? ot. but 
delign'd ? | 

Sir Feeb, How, Sir? | 

Sir Cau, Be not aſham'd, I'm under the ſame Pres 


munire I doubt, little better than a- but let that pals, 


Sir Feb, Have you any Proof? 

Sir Cau, Proof of what, good Sir? 

Sir Feeb, Of what! why that you're a Cuckold; Sit 4 
Cuckold, if you'll ha't. 

Sir Cau. Cuckold. 25 do ye know what ye ſay? 

Sir Feeb, What I ſay? 

Sir Cau. Ay, what you ſay, can you make this out ? 

Sir Feeb, I make it out! 

Sir Cau. Ay, Sir, —if you ſay i, and cannot make 
it out, you're a 

Sir Feeb, What am I, Sir? What am I ? 

Sir Cau. A Cuckold as well as my ſelf, Sir; and I' 10 
you for Scandalum Magnatum; I ſhall recoyer ſwinging 
Damages with a City-Jury. 

Sir Feeb. I know of no ſuch thing, Sir, 


Sir Can, No, Sir? | 
Sir Feeh, 


2 


IM mar. 


hy | 
3 4 rare, 


rother; 
h you? 
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Sit geeb. No, Sir. Hs ; 

vir Cau. Then what wou'd you be at, Sir? 

dir Feeb, I be at, Sir! what wou'd you be at, Sir? 

Sir Cau. Ha, ha, ha—why this is the ſtrangeſt thing 
o ſee an old Fellow, a Magiſtrate of the City, the firſt 
Night he's married, forſake his Bride and Bed, and come 
arm'd Cap-a-pee, like Gargantua, to diſturb another old 
fellow, and banter him with a Tale of a Tub; and all to 
be-cuckold him herein plain Engliſh, what's your 
Buſineſs ? 12 . | 

Sir Feeb, Why, what the Devil's your Buſineſs, and 
ou go tO that ? 13 

Sir Cau. My Buſineſs, with whom? 

Sir Feeb, With me, Sir, with me; what a Pox do you 
think 1 do here? 


Sir Cau. *Tis that I wou'd be glad to know, Sir. 


Enter Dick. 
Sir Feeb. Here, Dick, remember I've brought back your 
Maſter's Watch ; next time he ſends for me o'er Night, 
Il come to him in the Morning. | | 
Sir Cau. Ha, ha, ha, I ſend for you! Go home and 
ſleep Sir——and and ye keep your Wife waking to ſo 
litle purpoſe, you'll go near to be haunted with a Viſion 
of Horn. 8 
Sir Feeb. Roguery, Knavery, to keep me from my 
Wiſe— Look ye, this was the Meſſage I received, 
[Tells him ſeemingly. 
Enter Bredwel to the Door in a whue Sheet like a Ghoſt, 
ſpeaking to Gayman who ſtands within. 
+ Bred, Now, Sir, we are two to two, for this way you 
muſt paſs or be taken in the Lady's Lodgings.——I'l 
frſt adventure out to make you paſs the ſafer, and that 
he may not, if poſſible, ſee Sir Cautious, whom 1 ſhall 
[right into a-Trance, I am ſure, 
And Sir Feeble, the Devil's in't if he know him. [ Aſide. 
Gay, A brave kind Fellow this, 
Enter Bredwel /ialking on as a Ghoſt by them. 
Sir Cau. Oh—undone, undone ; help help; I'm dead, 
I'm dead. {Falls down on his Face, Sir Feeble 
flares, and ſtands ſtiill. 
Bred, 
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Bred. As I could wiſh. [ 
Come on thou ghaſtly thing, and follow me. | 
Enter Gayman like a Ghoſt, with a Torch, 
Sir Cau. Oh Lord, oh Lord! 
Gay, Hab! old Sir Feeble Fainwood—why where " 
Devil am 1? 'Tis he; and be it where it will 
IU fright the old Dotard for cozening my Friend of by 


Miſtreſs, *['Stalks on 
Sir Feeb. Oh guard me, guard me—all ye Pow'rs! 
[ Trembling, 


Gay. Thou call'ſt in vain, fond Wretch—for I an 
Belmour, 


Whom firſt thou robt'ſt of Fame and Life, 
And then what dearer was, his Wife, © 
[ Goes out, ſhaking his T, orch at him, 

Sir Cau. Oh Lord — oh Lord! 

Enter L. Fulbank in an undreſi, and Pert undreſt. 

IL. Ful. Heavens, what noiſe is this ? So he's gat 
ſafe out T fee hab, what thing art thou? 

[Sees Sir Feeble arm'd, 
Fir Feeb. Stay, Madaw, ſtax—*tis I, a poor trembling 
Mortal. 

L.. Ful. Sir Feeble Fainwou'd !——riſe, are you both 
mad ? 

Sir Cau. No, no,—Madam, we have ſeen the Devil, 

Sir Feeb, Ay, and he was as tall as the Monument, 

Sir Cau. Wik Eyes like a Beacon—and a Mouth, Hes. 
yen bleſsus, like London Bridge at a full Tide. 

Sir Feeb, Ay, and roar'd as loud, 

L. Ful. Idle Fancies, what makes you from your Bed? 
and you, Sir, from your Bride ? 

Enter Dick with Sack, 

Sir Feeb. Oh! that's the buſineſs of another day, 
miſtake only, Madam. 

L. Ful. Away, I'm aſham'd to ſee wiſe Men ſo weak; 
the Fantoms of the Night, or your own Shadows, te 
Whimſeys of the Brain for want of Reſt, or perhaps Brid. 
wel, your Man—who being wiſer than his Maſter, play 
you "this Trick to fright you both to Bed. 


Sir Feeh, 


— 
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g Feb. Hum—adod, and that may be, for the young 
Knaye when he let me in to Night, was dreſt up for 


ſome Waggery 
"Sir Cad. Ha, ha, ha, *rwas even ſo, ſure enough, 


rothe : 
it will WY Sr Feb. Ads bobs, but they frighted me at firſt baſely _ 
| of hi but l' home to Pupſey, there may be Ro uery, as 
alks on, rel as here—Madam, I ask your Pardon, I ſee we're 
'rs! | miſtaken, | 
mblin, WW L. Ful. Ay, Sir Feeble, go home to your Wife. 


cl 2 [ Ex. ſeverally. 
SCE N E, The Sreet. 


Erter Belmour at the docr, knocks, and enter to him from 


it hin, the Houſe Phillis. 
phil. Oh are you come, Sir? I' call my Lady down. 
eft, Bel. Oh haſte, the Minutes fly—leave all behind, 


e's got WH And bring Leticia only to my Arms. [A noiſe of People. 
—— Hah what noiſe is that? Tis coming this way, 
arm d. WW! tremble with my fears—habg Death and the Devil, 
nbling is be. e | | 
Enter Sir Feeble and his Men arm d, goes to the door, 
1 both knocks, | 
Ay, *tis he, and I'm undone—— what ſhall 1 do to kill 
evil, bim now? beſides, the Sin you'd put me paſt all hopes of 
nt. pardonings 1 
Hes dir Feeb, A damn'd Rogue to deceive me thus. 
Bel. Hah—ſee, by Heaven Teticia, Oh we are ruin'd! 
dir Feeb, Hum what's here, two Women 
Bed? | [Stands a little off. 
Enter Leticia and Phillis ſoftly, undreſt, with a Box. 
Let. Where are you, my beſt Wiſhes ? Lord of my 
lay, 4 WW \ows—and Charmer of my Soul? Where are you? 
Bel. Oh, Heavens [Draws his Sword half-way. 


reak; Sir Feeb, Hum, who's here ? My Gentlewoman—— 
„ the il - ſhe's monſtrous kind of the ſudden. - But whom 
Bred- ¶ >: meant to? Aſide. 


lay'd Let. Give me your hand, my Love, my Lite, my All 
Alas! where are you? 


Sir Feeb. 


means— | Ie 


my Lady weeps with your Unkindneſs. 


me, 
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Sir Feeb. Hem-—no, no, this is not to me — 12 
jilted, cozen'd, cuckolded, and fo forth.— 

_ '[Groping, ſhe takes hold of Sir Foul 

. Tet. Oh, are you here? indeed you frighted me yi 
your ſilence—here, take theſe Jewels, and let us h 
away, i 
Sir Feeb, Hum—are you thereabouts, Miſtreſs ? wa 
ſent away with a Sham-Plot for this! —She cannot me 

Let. Will you not ſpeak ?—will you not anſwer me 
—do you "repent already ?—before Enjoyment are jy 
cold and falſe ? * 

Sir Feeb. Hum, before Enjoyment— that muſt be ng 
Before Injoy ment Ay, ay, 'tis I—l ſee a little Prolong 
ing a Woman's Joy, ſets an Edge upon her Appetite 

| [ Merril 

Let, What means my Dear? ſhall we not haſte awy 
Sir Feeb, Haſte away! there *tis again—No—'is n 
me ſhe means: what, at you Tricks and Intrigues 
ready? — Yes, yes, I am deſtin'd a Cuckold 

Let. Say, am I not your Wife? can you deny me? 

Sir Feeb, Wife! adod *tis I ſhe means tis! 


Let. Oh Belmour, Belmour. 

| [Sir Feeb. ſtarts back from her hank 

Sir Feeb. Hum—what's that—Belmonr |! 

Let. Hah ! Sir Feeble !-—he would not, Sir, haye us! 
me thus unkindly. Cone if 

Sir Feeb, Oh—Fm glad 'tis no worſe—Belmonr quoi 
a! I thought the Ghoſt was come again. 

Phil. Why did you not ſpeak, Sir, all this while? 


Sir Feeb, I did but hold my peace, to hear how pre 
ſhe prattled Love: But fags you are naught to think of 
young Fellow—ads bobs you are now. 

Let, I only ſay—he wou'd not have been ſo unkind! 


Sir Feeb, But what makes ye out at this hour, and wi 
theſe Jewels ? | | 


Phi 
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phü. Alas, Sir, we thought the City was in Arms, and 
ck up our things to ſecure em, if there had been a ne- 
y for Flight, For had they come to plundering once, 
er wou'd have begun with the rich Aldermens Wives, 
u know, Sir. | 
dr Feb, Ads bobs, and ſo they would but there 
15 no Arms, nor Mutiny—where's Francis? 
Bel. Here, Sir. : 
Sir Feb. Here, Sir—why, what a ſtory you made of a 
ting in the Hall, and—Arms, and a the 
dil of any thing was ſtirring, but a couple of old Fools, 
I fat gaping and waiting for one another's buſineſs 
Fel, Such a Meſſage was brought me, Sir, | 
dit Feb. Brought! thou'rt an Aſs, Francis but 
o more come, come, let's to bed. 
Let. To Bed, Sir! what by Day- light? for that's 
ſting on I wou'd not for the World — the Night 
ou'd hide my Blufhes ——— but the Day —wou'd let 
e ſee my ſelf in your Embraces. | 
Sir Feeb, Embraces, in a Fiddleſtick z why are we not 
arried ? | 
Lit, Tis true, Sir, and Time will make me more 
zmiliar with you, but yet my Virgin Modeſty forbids it. 
to Diana's Chamber, the Night will come again. 
Sir Fee, For once you ſhall prevail; and this damn'd 
at has pretty well mortified me: a Pox of your 
luiny, Francis. Come, I'll conduct thee to Diana, 
dd lock thee in, that I may have ther ſafe, Rogue. 
We'll give young Wenches leave 10 whine and bluſh, 


And fly thoſe Bleſſings which—ads bobs they wiſh. 
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And give me one ſoft hour, tho to torment me ? 


And I am ſatisfied you love me not. 


Neglecting Intereſt, and deſpiſing Power? 


Why watch whole Nights before my ſenſeleſs Door, 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1 
Sir Feeble's Hoaſe. 


Enter Lady Fulbank, Gayman fine, gently pulling her l 
by the hand; and Ralph meets em. 


T. Ful. OW now, Rah Let your Ladykng 
Ws I am come to wait on her. Exit R ö 
Gay. Oh why this needleſs Viſi. 

Your Husband's ſafe, at leaſt till Evening ſafe, 

Why will you not go back, 


L. Ful. You are at leiſure now, I thank you, Sir. 
Laſt Night when I with all Love's Rhetorick pleaded, 
And Heaven knows what laſt Night might have prodize 
You were engag'd ! Falſe Man, 1 do believe it, 


[Walks away in ſan 


Gay. Not love you! | 
Why do 1 waſte my Youth in vain purſuit, 


Unheeding and deſpiſing other Beauties. 
Why at your feet are all my Fortunes laid, 
And why does all my Fate depend on you? _ 
L. Ful. VI! not conſider why you play the Fool, 
Preſent me Rings and Bracelets; why purſue me; 


And take ſuch Pains to ſhew your ſelf a Coxcomb. 
Gay. Oh! why all this? | 

By all the Powers above, by this dear Hand, 

And by this Ring, which on this Hand I place, 

On which I've ſworn Fidelity to Love; 

I never had a Wiſh or ſoſt Deſire 

To any other Woman, | 

Since Julia ſway'd the Empire of wy Soul, 
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L. Ful. Hah, my own Ring 1 gave him laſt night, 
f LAſide. 


Your Jewel, Sir, is rich: i 

ſhy do you part with things of ſo much yalue, + 
eaſily, and 10 frequently ? 4 45 

Gay, To ſtrengthen the weak Arguments of Love. 

L Ful. And leave your ſelf undone ? 

62). Impoſſible, if I am bleſt with Julia. 4 
L. Ful. Love's a thin diet, nor will keep out Cold. 

ou cannot fatisfy your dunning Taylor, 

I am in Love! | 

ho poſſible you may your Semſtreſs. 

Gay. Does ought about me ſpeak ſuch Poverty? 

L. Fal. I am ſorry that it does not, ſince to maintain 
tis Gallantry, tis ſaid you uſe baſe means, below a Gen- 
eman. 


1 Gay, Who dares but to imagine it is a Raſcal, a Slave, 
leaded, ¶Neow a beating what means my Julia? 


L. Ful. No more diſſembling, 1 know your Land is 
one know each Circumſtance of all your Wants; 
erefore——as e'er you hope that I ſhould love you ever, 
me — where *cwas you got this Jewel, Sir. 

Gay, Hah I hope tis no ſtol'n Goods; ¶ Aſide. 
by on the ſudden all this nice examining ? | ; 
L. Ful. You trifle with me, and I'll plead no more. 
Gay, Stay Why II bought it, Madam | 
L. Ful. Where had you Money, Sir? You ſee I am no 
anger to your Poverty. | N Oe 
Gay, This is ſtrange perhaps it is a ſecret. 


es L. Ful. So is my Love, which ſhall be kept from you. 
* fers to go. 


Gay, Stay, Fulia—your Will ſhall be ohe d, (sig hing. 
d | bad rather die than be obedient, * 
auſe I know you'll hate me when *tis told. 

L. Fal. By all my Vows, let it be what it will, 

ne'er ſhall alter me from loving you. 

64). I have of late - been tempted 

ſth Preſents, Jewels, and large Sums of Gold. 

L. Ful. Tempted! by whom? 

WT 64). The Devil, for ought I know, 
LF K 2 L. Ful. 
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L. Ful. Defend me Heaven! the Devil? 
I hope you have not made a Contract with him, 
Gay. No, tho in the Shape of Woman it appear'd, 
L. Ful. Where met you with it? 
Gay. By Magick Art I was conducted know not hor 
To an inchanted Palace in the Clouds, 
Where I was ſo attended 
Young dancing, ſinging Fiends innumerable, 
L. Ful. Imagination all! | 
Gay. But for the amorous Devil, hs old Proſerpin, 
L. Ful. Ay, ſhe what ſaid he 
Gay. Not a word: Heaven be prais'd, — was a fil 
Devi! but ſhe was laid in a Pavilion, all form 
gilded Clouds, which hung by Geometry, whither J 
conveyed, after much Ceremony, and laid in Bed vi 
her; where with much ado, and trembling with n 
Fears forc'd my Arms about her. 
L. Ful. And ſure that undeceiv'd him. [Aſi 
Gay. But ſuch a Carcaſe *twas—deliver me ſo l. 
vel'd, lean and rough —— a Canyaſs _ of wood 
Ladies were a better Fed- ſellow. 3 
L Ful. Now tho I know that nothing is ons dit 
than I from ſuch a-Monſter — yet this angers me, 
Death! cou'd you love me, and ſubmit to this? 
Gay. Twas that firſt drew me in 
The tempting Hope of Means to conquer you, 
W ou'd put me upon any dangerous Enter prize: . 
Were I the Lord of all the eng gh | Q 
I am ſo loſt in Love, © nt iy t br © 
For one dear Night to claſp you in my Arms, 
I'd laviſh all that World then die with Joy, 
L. Ful. sliſe, after all io ſeem deform'd, old, ug! 
C Wacking i in a ſn 
Gay. I knew you would be angry when you heard i 
[ He pur ſues her in a ſubmiſſroe poſi 
Fntcr Sir Cautious, Bearjeſt, Noiſey and Bredwel 
Sir Caus How, har s here — my Lady with 4 
Spark that courted her laſt Night? hum — with! 
again ſo ſoon? Wel, this Impudence and Importuſt 


undoes more City- Wives than all their unmercitul Fine 
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Gay. But, Madam ee! Li 

I. Fal. Oh here's my Husband—you'd beſt tell him 
aw Story what makes him here ſo ſoon?— | Angry. 
& Cad. Me his Story! I hope he will not tell me 


1:1 mind to cuckold me. 


Gay. A Devil on him, what ſhall 1 Gay to him ? 
L. Tul. What, ſo excellent at Intrigues, and fo dull at 
n Excuſe? | [ Aſide. 
Gay, Yes, Madam, 1 ſhail tell him 
Enter Belmour, = 

L. Ful.— Is my Lady at leiſure for a Viſit, Sic? 
Bu, Always to receive your Lady ſnip. [She goes out. 
Sir Cau. With me, Sir, wou'd you ſpeak ? 
Gay, With you Sir, if your name be Ful5azk, 
fir Cau. Plain Fulbank / methinks you might have 
da Sirreverence under your Girdle, Sir, I am honoured 
th another Title, Sir— [Goes talking to the reſt, 
Gay. With many, Sir, that very weil becomes you-— 

| [ Pulls him a lutle aſides 
e ſomething to deliver to your Ear. 
vir Cau. So, I'll be hang'd if he do not tell me, I'm a 
uckold now: I ſee it in his Eycs, My Ear, Sir! 1'4 
we you to know I ſcorn any man's ſecrets, Sir ;—for 
wht I know you may whiſper Treaſon to me, Sir. Pox 
tim, how handſom he is, I hate the ſight of the young 
alion, | [ Afide. 
Gay, I wou'd not be ſo unciyi!, Sir, before all this 
ompany. | 
vir Cau. Uncivil — Ay, ay, tis ſo, he cannot be con- 
nt to cuckold, but he mult tell me fo too. 
Gay, But ſince you will have it, Sir—you are—a Raſa 


-a moſt notorious Villain, Sir, d'ye hear— 


vir Cau. Yes, yes, 1 do hear—and am glad tis no 
orſe. LLauc hing. 
Gay, Griping as Hell—and as inſatiable worſe than 
brokering Jew, not all the Twelve Tribes harbour ſuch 
damn'd Ex:ortioner. To es 
dr Cau. Pray under favour, Sir, who are you? 
[ Pulling off his Hat. 
Gay, One whom thou haſt undone 
K 3 Sir Cam. 
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Sir Cau, Hum—1'm glad of that however. 
| l Ade ſmili 
Gay. Racking me up to a ſtarving Want and Miſery, 
Then took advantages to ruin me. 
Sir Cau. So, and he'd revenge it on my Wife 
| LAſide ſmiln 
Gay. Do not you know one Waſteall, Sir? 
Enter Ralph with Wine, ſets it on a Table, 
Sir Cau. Maſteall— ha, ha, ha — if you are: 
Friend to that poor Fellow — you may return and te 
him, Sir —d'ye hear that the Mortgage of two hundre 
pound a Year is this day out, and I'll not bait him 
hour, Sir—ha, ha, ha—what, do you think to hed 
civil Magiſtrates ? 
© Gay. Very well, Sir, and is this your Conſcience ? 
Sir Cau, Conſcience! what do you tell me of Co 
ſcience ? Why, what a noiſe is here gas if the undoin 
a young Heir were ſuch a Wonder; ods fo I've unde 
a hundred without half this ado, _ 5 
, Gay. I do believe thee—and am come to tell you 
Ill be none of that Number—for this Minute I'll go an 
redeem it. and free my ſelf from the Hell of yo 
Indentures. a, | 
Sir Cau. How, redeem it! ſure the Devil muſt | 
him then.— Stay, Sit ſftay— Lord, Sir, what ne 
you put your ſelf to that trouble? your Land is in i 
hands, Sir; come, come, fit down—and let us takt 
Glaſs of Wine together, Sir- * 
Bel. Sir, my ſervice to you. [Drinks to hin 
Gay. Your Servant, Sir. Won'd 1 cou'd come «© 


| ſpeak to Belmour, which I dare not do in publick, 


I betray him. I long to be refoly'd where twas Sit Fe 
ble was laſt night if it were he by which 
might find out my inviſible Miſtreſs. 


Noi. Noble Mr. Waſteall— | 
| 5 [Salutes him, ſo does Beat 
Bel. Will you pleaſe to fit, Sir? * 
Gay, 1 have a little bufinefs, Sir—but anon I'll m 
on you—your Servant, Gentlemen II to Crap the 


. 5 |  YGoes 0 
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Pr, 

& Cau. Do you know this Waſteall, Sir 
eln [To Noiſey. 
Miſery, Noi. Know him, Sir! ay, too well 


gear. The World's well mended with him, Captain, 
rice 1 loſt my Money to him and you at the George in 
White Fryers. 

v. Ay, poor Fellow — he's ſometimes up, and 
metimes down, as the Dice favour him 
| are 2 Bear. Faith and that's pity ; but how came he fo fine 
ud ſudden ? Twas but laſt week he borrowed eighteen 
ence of me on his Waſte-Belt to pay his Dinner at an 
Ordinary» 

0 bed .. Were you ſo cruel, Sir, to o take it? 

Noi. We are not all one Man's Children; faith, sir, 


ace? e are here 10 day, and gone to morrow 

of Coil Sir Can. 1 fay *rwas done like a wiſe Man, Sir; but 
undo nder favour, Gentlemen, this Wafteall is a Raſcal 

e undo vj, A very Raſca', Sir, and a moſt dangerous Fellow 


he cullies in your Prentices and Caſhiers to N 
uns ſo many o'ch' young Fry i'th' City 

Sir Cau. Hum does he ſo—d'ye hear that, Edward 2 
Nvi, Then he keeps a private Preſs, and prints your 
inſlerdam and Leyden Libels. 

Sir Cau. Ay, and makes em too, VI! warrant him; 

| dangerous Fellow 
Noi. Sometimes * begs for a lame Soldier with a 
nooden Leg. 

Bear. Sometimes, as 2 blind Man, ſells Switches in 


Fou 


go an 
of yot 


wit ! 
lat ne 
is in (al 
s take 


10 hm. MH artet Road. 

ome q Noi. At other times he runs the Country like a Gipſey 

OT tells Fortunes and robs Hedges, when he's out of 
ir 1008 nen, 


which N Sir Can. Tells Fortunes too !—nay, I thought he dealt 
th the Devil Well, Gentlemen, you are all wide o 
ls Matter for to tel you the Truth——he deals with 
be Devil, Gentlemen. otherwiſe he could never have 
| deen d his Land. Aſide. 
rig 3. How, Sir, the Devil! ? 

rap Wl Sir Cas, 1 ſay the Devil: Heaven bleſs every wiſe - 


z005 ten from the Devil. 
dir Cg 


362 
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Bear. The Devil, ſha! there's no ſuch Animal in N 

ture: I rather think he pads, | 

Noi. Oh Sir, he has not Courage for that bu! 
an admirable Fellow at your Lock. | 
Sir Cau. Lock! My Study-Lock was pickt 
to ſuſpect him CO PI 

Bear. I ſaw him once open a Lock with the Bone c 
Breaſt of Mutton, and break an Iron Bar aſundet Mi 
the Eye of a Needle. 

Sir Cau. Prodigious well J fay the Devil ſtil. 

Enter Sir Feeble. | 
Sir Feeb. Who's this talks of the Devil? a Pox of 
Devil, 

I fay, this laſt night's Devil has ſo haunted me 
Sir Cau. Why have you ſeen it ſince, Brother? 
Sir Feeb. In Imagination, Sir. 

Bel. How, Sir, a Devil? 

Sir Feeb. Ay, or a Ghoſt. 

Bel. Where, good Sir? FRE | 

Bear. Ay, where? I'd travel a hundred Mile to ſee 

Bel. Sure, Sir, twas Fancy, 

Sir Feeb, If *twere a Fancy, *twas a ſtrong one; 
Ghoſts and Fancy are all one if they can deceive. - It 
you—if ever I thought in my Life —I thought I fay 
Ghoſt=—Ay and a damnable impudent Ghoſt too ; 
ſaid he was a——a Fellow here——they call Belmour, 

Bel, How, Sir! | 

Bear, Well, I wou'd give the world to ſee the Devi 
provided he were a civil aftable Devil, ſuch an one! 
Waſteall's Acquaintance is | 

Sir Cau. He can ſhow him too ſoon, it may be, It 
ſure as civil as he is, he helps him to ſteal my Gold, 
doubt and to be ſure—— Gentlemen, you ſay bes 
Gameſter——1 deſire when he comes anon, that Je 
wou'd propoſe to ſport a Dye, or ſo—and we'll fall « 
play for a Teaſter, or the like—and if he ſets any Moneſ 
I ſhall go near to know my own Gold, by ſome remai 
able Pieces amongſt it; and if he have it, I'll hang bn 
and then all his fix hundred a Year will be my own, wii 
1 have in Mortgage. Bea, 


- 
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3ar, Let the Captain and I alone to top upon him— 
an time, Sir, 1 have brought my Muſick, to entertain 
Miſtreſs with a Song. 
ir Feb. Take your own methods, Sir they are 
 leifure—while we go drink their Healths within. 
od! long ſor. night, we are not half in kelter, this 
nnd Ghoſt will not out of my Head yet. 
[Exeunt all but Belmour. 
3, Hah—a Ghoſt! what can he mean? A Ghoſt, and 
il fill, Amour 's! | „ nt 
dure my good Angel, or my Genius, 
ox of jo ei of my Love, and of Leticia 
1 ſee Leticia comes, but {till attended 
” Enter Leticia, Lady Fulbank, Diana. 
ar Remember—— oh remember to be true? 
Aſide to her, paſſing by goes out. 
L. Ful. I was ſick to know with what Chriſtian Pa- 
ence you bore the Martyrdom of this Night. 
| let. As thoſe condemn'd bear the laſt Hour of Life. 
to ſee Lon Reprieve I had——and, by a kind Miſtake, - 
hn only was my Bedfellow [ Weeps .. 
Dia, 1 wiſh for your Repoſe you ne'er had ſeen my 
ne; 1 ther, | [ Weep s. 
e. Ii: . And ſo do I, I fear he has undone me 
L fav ug And me, in breaking of his word with Bred- 
00; — | 
mou, L. Ful. 80 as Trincolo ſays, wou'd you were 
| ab hang'd for me, for putting me in mind of my Huſ- 
e Der . For 1 have e'en no better luck than either of 
1 
| Let our two Fates warn your approaching one:: 
e. I bre young Bredwel, and muſt plead for him. 
Gold, WF Vis. I know his Virtue juſtifies my Choice: 
y be Pride and Modeſty: forbids 1 ſhou'd unlov'd purſue 
IE ak 
ful . Wrong not my Brother ſo, who dies for you 
Mone Pia. Cou'd he fo eaſily ſee me given away, 
remark WP ith out a Sigh at parting ? > 
g bind” «the day a Calm yas in his Eyes, _ 
„pic unconcern'd he look'd and talk d to me; 
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2nd here ſhe is. [He ftands gatin 
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In dancing never preft my willing Hand, _ 
Nor with a ſcorntul Glance reproach'd my Falſhood, 
Let, Believe me, that Diſſembling was his Mafter-pie 
= Why ſhould he fear, did not my Father prog 
im: 
Let. Ay, that was in his wooing time to me: 
But now tis all forgotten“ [ Muſick at the d 
After which enter Bearjeſt and Bredwel. 
IL. Ful. How now, Couſin ! Is this high piece of d 
lantry from you ? 
Bear. Ay, Madam, I have not travel'd for nothing 
L. Ful. I find my Coufin is refolv'd to conquer, | 
aſſails with all his Artillery of Charms; we'll leaye hin 
his ſucceſs, Madam [Ex. Leticia and L. Fulbz 
Bear. Oh Lord, Madam, yon oblige lock J. 
you had a mind to haye a full yiew of my Miſtreſs, $ 


Go, ſalute her look how he ftands now; what 
ſneaking thing is a Fellow who has never trayel'd andſt 
the World Madam this is a very hon 
Friend of mine, for all he looks fo ſimply. 
Dis. Come, he ſpeaks for you, Sir. 
Bear. He Madam! tho he be but a Banker's Prent 
Madam, he's as pretty a Fellow of his Inches as ary! 
City=————he has made love in Dancing-Schools, and 


* 


and repartee with any Fore· man within the Vi 
prithee to her and commend me, I'II give d 
a new Point Crevat. £0 $2.45 
Dia, He looks as if he cou'd not ſpeak to me. 
Bear. Not ſpeak to you! yes, Gad Madam, and 
any thing to yon too. ; | 
Dia. Are you his Advocate, Sit? LIn ſ 
Bear. For want of a better: | 
[Stands behind him, puſhing him 
Bred. An Advocate for Love I am, 
And bring you ſuch a Meſſage from a Heart. 
Bear. Meaning mine, dear Madam. 
Bred, That when you hear it, you will pity it. 
Bear. Or the Devil's in her: 
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* or 5 
#+ Nia, Sir, I have many Reaſons to believe, 

wood. WM i my Fortune you purſue, not Perſon, _ 

later. e527. There is ſomething in that, I muſt confeſs. 

er prog | {Behind him. 


ſay what you will, Ned. 


e: zred. May all the Miſchiefs of deſpairing Love 

it the len me if it be. ä 

el. gear. That's well enough | 

ece of of 5::4- No, were you born an humble Village- Maid, 

at fed a Flock upon the neighbouring Plain; 

nothing t ll that ſhining Vertue in your Soul, 

2nquer, Heaven I wou'd adore you—love you—wed you— 

ave him o the gay World were loſt by ſuch a Nuptial. 

L. Fulbe | | [Bear. looks on him. 

look -i wou'd do, were I my Friend the Squire. 

{trels, 5 | [ RecolleFing, 

d g beer. Ay, if you were me—you might do what you 

; Wü n esd; but I'm of another mind. 

d and Dia. Shou'd I conſent, my Father is a Man whom In- 

ry bon et (ways, not Honour; and whatſoeyer Promiſes 
es made you, he means. to break em all, and I am 
eltin du to another. | 

Prentia 5:47. How, another—his Name, his Name, Madam 

; ary ies Ned and I fear ne'er a ſingle Man i'th' Nation. 

8, and hat is he what is he? 

I! joke D. A Fop, a Fool, a beaten Afs—a Blockhead. 

the VI 53:47. What a damn'd ſhame's this, that Women ſhoud 

give H ſacrificed to Fools, and Fops muſt run away with 
eireſſes whilſt we Men of Wit and Parts dreſs and 
ance, and cock and travel for nothing but to be tame 

„ and eepers. | 
Dia. But I, by Heaven, will never be that Victim: 

In ſan where my Soul is vow'd, tis fix d for ever. 


Bred, Are you reſolv'd, are you confirm'd in this? 
0n my Diana, ſpeak it o'er again. 

| Runs to her, and embraces her. 
eſs me, and make me happier than a Monarch, 
Bear. Hold, hold, dear Ned—that's my part, I take it. 
bred, Your Pardon, Sir, I had forgot my ſeit. 
But time is ſhort—whar's to be done in this? 


Bear> . 


. 
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Bear. Done! I'll enter the Houſe with Fire and $, | 
d'ye ſee, not that I care this but I'll not be fob'd off ret 
what, do they take me for a Fool! an Aſs? yo 

Bred, Madam, dare you run the risk of your Fate 
Diſpleaſure, and run away with the Man you loye? - fol 

Dia. With all my Soul — ne 

Bear. That's hearty and wel do't—Ned and 1 bete © 
and I love an Amour with an Adventure in't, like 4m; 
de Gaul — Harkye, Ned, get a Coach and fix ready Wl C 
night when *tis dark, at the back Gate 

Bred, And I']l get a Parſon ready in my Lodęing ay 


which I have a Key thro the Garden, by which Wen 
paſs unſeen, 
| Bear, Good Mun here's Company M 


Enter Gayman with his Hat and Money in't, Sir Cy 
tious in a rage, Sir Feeble, Lady Fulbank, Lei — 
Captain Noiſey, Belmotir. cht 

Sir Cau. A hundred Pound loft already! Oh Co 

comb, old Coxcomb, and a wife Coxcomb — to u di. 
Prodigal at my Years, why I was bewitcht ! 
Sir Feeb. Shaw, 'was a Frolick, Sir, I have loſt a hu 5! 
dred Pound as well as you. My Lady has loſt, and you 
Lady has Joſt, and the reſt what, old Cows will k *. 
ſometimes, what's a hundred Pound? 
Sir Cau, A hundred Pound! why 'tis a ſum, Sir— 
ſum—why what the Devil did I do with a Box and Dice 
L. Ful. Why, you made a, fhift to Joſe, Sir? Ar 
where's the harm of that? We have loft, and he h 
won; anon it may be your Fortune, V 
Sir Cau. Ay, but he could never do it fairly, that 
certain. Three hundred Pound! wby how came you , be 
win ſo unmercifully, Sir ? | 
Gay, Oh the Devil will not loſe a Gameſter of me, ui C 
ſee, Sir. "IEF 
Sir Cau, The Devil. mark that, Gentleman—— I. 
Bear. The Rogue has damn'd luck ſure, he has got! 
F 1 | 
ir Cay. And can you haye the Conſcience to cu . 
away all our Money, Sir ? 


G45. 
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Gay, Moſt aſſuredly, unleſs you have the courage to 
retrieve it. I'll ſet it at a Throw, or any way: what ſay 
ou, Gentlemen ? | 

Sir Feeb. Ods bobs you young Fellows are too hard 
for us every way, and I'm engag'd at an old Game with a 
new Gameſter here, who will require all an old Man's 
ſtock, Spares 

L. Ful. Come, Couſin, will you venture a Guinea? 
Come, Mr. Bredel. 

Gay. Well, if no body dare venture on me, T'll ſend 
away my Caſh— [They all go to play at the Table, but 

Sir Cau. Sir Feeb. and Gay, 

Sir Cau. Hum—muſt it all go? g rare ſum, if a 

Man were but ſure the Devil wou'd ſtand Neuter now 
Aſide. 

—Sir, I wiſh I bad any thing but ready Money to ſtake: 
three hundred Pound a fine Sum ! 
Gay. You have Moveables, Sir, Goods——Commo- 


dities— | 

Sir Cau. That's all one, Sir; that's Money's worth, 
dir: but if I had any thing that were worth nothing 

Gay. You wou'd venture it, — I thank you, Sir, —— L 
ou'd your Lady were worth nothing 

Sir Cau. Why, fo, Sir? 

Gay, Then 1 wou'd ſet all this againſt that Nothing. 

Sir Cau. What, ſet it againſt my Wife? 

Gay. Wite, Sir! ay, your Wife. 

Sir Cau. Hum, my Wife againſt three hundred Pounds! 
Wbat all my Wife, Sir? | 

Gay. All your Wife! Why, Sir, ſome part of her wou'd 
ſerve my turn. | 

Sir Cau. Hum—my Wite—why, if I ſhou'd loſe, he 


cou'd not haye the Impudence to take her, [ Aſide. 
Gay, Well, I find you are not for the Bargain, and fo 
I put u | 


Sir Cau. Hold, Sir—why ſo haſty - my Wife? no— 
put up your Money, Sir what, loſe my Wife for three 
hundred Pounds. | | 

Gay. Loſe her, Sir! — why, ſhe ſhall be never the 


Forſe for my wearing, Sir the old coyetous Rogue is 
conſidering 
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conſidering on't, I think — What ſay you to a Night? 


PIt fer it to a Night — there's none need know it, Sir, 
Sir Cau. Hum — 2 Night! — three hundred Pounds 


for a Night! why what a laviſh Whore · maſter's this! 


We take Money to marry our Wives, but very feldom 

part with 'em, and by the Bargain get Money—For 3 

Night, ſay you? Gad if I ſhou'd take the Rogue at his 

word, *twou'd be a pure Jeſt, [ Aſide, 
Sir Feeb, You are not mad, Brother, 


Sir Ca. No, but I'm wiſe and that's as good; let 


me conſider. 
Sir Feeb, What, whether you ſhall be a Cuckold or 
not? 


Sir Cau. Or loſe three hundred Pounds. conſider 


that. A Cuckold !—why, *tis a word— an empty found 
—'tis Breath— tis Air—'tis nothing: — but three bun. 
dred Pounds — Lord, what will not three hundred Pounds 
do? You may chance to be a Cuckold for nothing, Sir— 

Sir Feeb, It may be ſo— but ſhe ſhall do't diſcreetly 
then. 

Sir Cau. Under favour, you're an Afs, Brother ; this 
is the diſereeteſt way of doing it, I take it. 

Sir Feeb. But wou'd a wile man expoſe his Wife? 

Sir Cau. Why, Cato was a wiſer Man than I, and he 


lent his Wife to a young Fellow they call'd Hortenſius, as | 


ſtory ſays; and can a wiſe Man have a better Precedent 
than Cato? | ; 

Sir Feeb, I ſay, Cato was an Aſs, Sir, for obliging 
any young Rogue of *em all. 

Sir Cau. But I am of Cato's mind, Well, afingle 
Night you ſay. 

Gay. A ſingle Night to have to hold 
poſſeſs and fo forth, at diſcretion, 

Sir Cad. A Night [ ſhall have her ſafe and 
ſound i'th' Morning. 

Sir Feeb. Safe, no doubt on't but how ſound, — 

Gay. And for Non-performance, you ſhall pay me 
three hundred Pounds, I'll forfeit as much if I tel 

Sir Cau. Tell? why make your three hundred 


pounds fix hundred, and let it be put into the Gaxet, if 
you will, Man.— But is't a Bargain? 5 


al 


Fe. 


yi 
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Gay, Done Sir Feeble ſhall be witneſs 
and there ſtands my Hat. | 
[Puts down his Hat of Money, and each of em 
takr-a Box and Dice, and kneel on the Stage, 
the refl come about em. | Shes 
Sir Can, He that comes firſt to One and thirty wins 
| 075 throu and count. 
L. Ful. What are you playing for? | | 
dir Feeb, Nothing, nothing but a Trial of Skill 
between an old Man and a Young and your Lady- 
ſhip is ro be Judge. 
L. Ful. I ſhall be partial, Sir. 
Sir Can. Six and five's Eleven 
[Throws, and pulls the Hat towards him, 
Gay, Cater Tray Pox of the Dice 
Sir Cau. Two fives—one and twenty 
; [Sets up, pulls the Hat nearer. 
Gay, Now, Luck Doublers of ſixes—— nineteen, 
Sir Cay. Five and four thirty 
| [Draws the Hat to him, 
Sir Feeb, Now if he wins it, I'll ſwear he has a Fly 
indeed—*ris impoſſible without Doublets of ſixes. }. 
Gay. Now Fortune ſmile—and for the future frown. 
| . 3 [Thr OW S> 


[Riſes and looks dolefully round. 
L. Ful. How now? what's the matter you look ſo like 
an Aſs, what have you loſt ? 


Sir Can. 


Sir Cath A Bauble——a Bauble 6 not for what 


I've loſt but becauſe I have not won 
Sir Feeb. You look very ſimple, Sir what think you of 


Cato now? 


Sir Cau. A wiſe Man may have his failings— 

L. Ful. What has my Husband loſt? — 

Sir Cau. Only a ſmall parcel of Ware that lay dead 
upon my hands, Sweetheart. 


Gay. But I ſhall improve em, Madam, I'll warrant 

you, 
L. Ful. Well, ſince tis no worſe, bring in your fine 
Dancer, Couſin, you ſay you brought to entertain your 
Miſtreſs 
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Miſtreſs wit. [I.!zearjeſt W 
Gay. Sir, you'll take care to ſee me paid to Night? | 
Sir Cau. Well, Sir—bur my Lady, you muſt knoy 

Sir, has the common frailties of her Sex, and will refuſe 

what ſhe even longs for, if perſuaded to't by me, 
Gay. Tis not in my Bargain to ſollicit her, Sir, you are 

to procure her or three hundred pounds, Sir; chuſe you 
whether. | 

Sir Cas, Procure her! with all my foul, Sir: a WM = 

you miſtake my honeſt meaning, I ſcorn to be ſo unjuſ 

as not to ſee you a- bed together; and then agree as wel V. 

as you can, I have done my part In order to this, Sir— An 

get but your ſelf conveyed in a Cheſt to my houſe, with 4 


direction upon't for me; and for the reſt—— But 
Gay. I underſtand you,— | Pl 
Sir Feeb, Ralph, get ſupper ready, An 
Enter Bear. with Dancers; all go out but Sir Cautious, If ; 


Sir Cau. Well, I muſt break my Mind, it poſſible, to 
my Lady—but if ſhe ſhou'd be refractory now and Wl To 
make me pay Three hundred Pounds——why ſure ſhe Wl — 
won't have ſo little Grace Three hundred Pounds ſavd, 5 
is three hundred pounds got by our account———Cou'd 


Al — 


ho of this City- Privilege are free, An 
Hope to be paid for Cuckoldom like me; l 
Th* unthriving Merchant, whom gray Hair adorns, me 
Before all Ventures wou d enſure his Horns; ( 
For thus, while he but lets ſpare Rooms to hire, ] 


His Wife's crack'd Credit keeps his own entire. 


„ 


| four Servant 
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ACT. . 8 
Sir Cautious his Hoaſe. 


Enter Belmour alone, ſad. 


. THE Night is come, oh my Leticia! 
The longing Bridegroom haſtens to his Bed 

Whilſt ſhe with all the languiſhment of Love, 
And ſad Deſpair, caſts her fair Eyes on me, 
Vhich ſilently implore, I would deliver her. 
But how ! ay, there's the Queſtion—hah— [ Pauſing. 
]|| get my ſelf hid in her Bed-chamber— 
And ſomething I will do may ſerve us ye. 
If all my Arts ſhould fail— I'll have recourſe 
| [ Draws 4 dagger. 
To this——and bear Leticia off by force. 
hut ſee ſhe comes. | 
Enter Lady Fulbank, Sir Cautious, Sir Feeble, Leticia, 

Bearjeſt, Noiſey, Gayman. Exit Belmour. 

Sir Feeb. Lights there, Ralph, 

And my Lady's Coach there— | Bearjeſt goes to Gayman. 

Bear, Well, Sir, remember you have promiſed to grant 
me my diabolical requeſt, in ſhewing me the Devil 

Gay. I will not fail you, Sir. 

L. Ful. Madam, your Servant; I hope you'll ſee no 
more Ghoſts, Sir Feeble. 

Sir Feeb. No more of that, I beſeech you, Madam: 
Prithee, Sir Cautious, take away your Wife Madam, 
[ All go out after the Light, 
——— Come, Lette, Lette; haſten Rogue, haſten to thy 
Chamber; away, here be the young Wenches coming 

[ Puts her out, he goes out. 
Enter Diana, puts on her Hood and Scarf. 
Dia. So—they are gone to Bed; and now for Bred- 
wel — the Coach waits, and I'll take this opportunity. 
Father farewell.—if you diſlike my courſe, 
Blame the old rigid Cuſtoms of your Force. 
| | Goes out, 


SCEN FE, 
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S8 CEN E, Bed chamb'er. 


Enter Sir Feeble, Leticia, and Phillis. 


Let, Ab, Phillis I am fainting with my Fears, 
Haſt thou no comfort for me? ¶ He undreſſes to his Gun. 


Sir Feeb, Why what art doing there—fiddle fadling— 


adod you young Wenches are ſo loth to come to=hy 
when your hands in, you have no mercy upon us por 
Husbands. e 
Let. Why do you talk fo, Sir ? 


Sir Feeb, Was it anger'd at the Fool's Prattle? tum 2 


me, tum a-me, I' undreſs it, effags I will — Roguy. 
Let. You are ſo wanton, Sir, you make me bluſh— 
I will not go to bed, unleſs you] promiſe me 
Sir Feeb. No bargaining, my little Huſſey what you'l 
tie my hands behind me, will you? [She gees to the Tall. 
Tet.— What ſhall I do ?.—alfift me gentle Maid, 
Thy Eyes methinks put on a little hope. ' 
Phil. Take Courage, Madam——you gueſs right... 
be confident. 2 
Sir Feeb, No whiſpering, Gentlewoman—and putting 
Tricks into her head; that ſhall cheat me of another 
Night. Look on that filly little round Chitty- face 
look on thoſe ſmiling roguiſh loving Eyes there look 
look how they laugh, twire, and tempt=—he 
Rogue I'll buſs em there, and here, and every 
where——Ods bobs—away, this is fooling and ſpoiling of 
a Man's ſtomach, with a bit here, and a bit there——o 
Bed to Bed 185 
[ As ſhe is at the Toilet, he looks over her ſhoulder, 
and ſees her Face m the Glaſs. 
Let. Go you firſt, Sir, 1 will but ſtay to ſay my Pray. 
ers, which are that Heaven wou'd deliver me. {| ſid! 
Sir Feeb, Say thy Prayers What, art thou mad! 
Prayers upon thy Wedding-night! a ſhort Thankſgiving 
or ſo but Prayers quoth a——'Sbobs you'll have time 
enouga for that, I doubt 


Ltt, 
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Let. I am aſham'd to undreſs before you, Sir; go to 


dir Beeb, What, was it aſham'd to ſhew its little white 
Foots, and its little round Bubbies———well, V1} go, I'll 
ol cannot think on't, no I cannot— 

[Going towards the Bed, Belmour comes forth from 
between the Curtains, his Coat off, his Shirt 
bloody, a Dagger in his hand, and his Diſguiſe off. 

be Bel. Stand ; ; 
poor Sir Feb. a 
Let. and Phil, ſqueax — Oh Heavens. why, is it 
Amour? [Aſide to Phil. 
ma el. Go not to Bed, I guard this facred Place, 
ind the Adulterer dies that enters here. 
7 Sir Feeb, Oh—why do I ſhake ? 
| ybat are thou? 


n, 


ſure I'm a Man, 


} old thy dread Vengeance — pity me, and hear me— 
Oh! a Parſon—a Parſon what ſhall I do Oh! 
ybere ſhall I hide my ſelf ? 

Bel. 1'th* utmoſt Borders of the Earth I'll find thee — 
ing WY eas ſhall not hide thee, nor vaſt Mountains guard thee ; 
her Tren in the depth of Hell 1'l] find thee our, 
ad laſh thy filthy and adulterous Soul. 
ok Sir Feeb. Oh! I am dead, I'm dead; will no Repen- 
he WW nance fave me? 'twas that young Eye that tempted me 
7 o ſin; Oh! 
of Bel, See, fair Seducer, what thou'ſt made me do 3 
to Look on this bleeding Wound, it reach'd my Heart, 

To pluck my dear tormenting Image thence, 
„ Vhen News arriv'd that thou hadſt broke thy Vow, 

Sir Feeb, Oh Lord! oh! l'm glad he's dead tho, 

y- Let. Oh hide that fatal Wound, my tender Heart faints 
„ich a Sight fo horrid ! [Seems to weep, 
1 Sir Feeb, So, ſhe'll clear her ſelf, and leave me in the 
F Devil's Clutches. | | 
'Y. Bel, You've both offended Heaven, and muſt repent or 

Ie, | 


Sir Feeb. 


Bel, I am the wrong'd, the loſt and murder'd Belmour. 
ble Sir Feeb. O Lord ! it is the ſame I ſaw laſt night Oh! 


236 The Lucky CHANCE; or, 
Sir Feeb, Ah, I do confeſs I was an old Fool, beyiaft 


with Beauty, beſotted with Love, and do repent mol wi 
heartily, 95 Lok | Bu 
Bel. No, you had rather yet go on in ſin: i 
Thou wou'dft liye on, and be a baffled Cuckold. 10 | 
Sir Feeb, Oh, not for the World, Sir! I am conyineslMl” 
and mortifi'd, not | 
Bel. Maintain her fine, undo thy Peace to pleaſe her 4 
and {till be Cuckol'd on, believe her, truſt her and be . 
Cuckol'd ſtill. 5 in 
Sir Feeb, 1 ſee my Folly — and my Age's. Dotage— M 
and find the Devil was in me yet ſpare my Age Sm 
ah! ſpare me to repent» p 34 
Bel. If thou repent'ſt, renounce her, fly her ſight ;— 
Shun her bewitching Charms, as thou wou'dſt Hell, 22 
Thoſe dark eternal Manſions of the dead— 0 
Whither 1 muſt deſcend, kin 
Sir Feeb. Oh—wou'd he were gone his . 
Bel. Flybe gone — depart, vaniſh for ever from her 0 
to ſome more ſaſe and innocent Apartment. A 
Sir Feeb. Oh that's very hard. £1 5 
[He goes back trembling, Belmour follows in, with . 


his Dagger up; both go out. 

Let. Bleſt be this kind Releaſe, and yet methinks it 
grieves me to conſider how the poor old Man is frighted, 
| [Belmour re. enters, puts on his Coat, g. 

e's gone, and lock'd himſelf into his Cham- 
er 

And now, my dear Leticia, let us fly 

Deſpair till now did my wild Heart invade, Wi 
But pitying Love has the rough Storm allay'd. 
|  [Exeunt, 


SCENE IT v4 Couticns bir Citi 


Enter two Porters and Rag, bearing Gayman in a Cheſt; l 
ſet it down, he comes forth with a Dark-lanthorn. 


Gay. Set down the Cheſt behind yon hedge of Roſes to 


—and then put on thoſe Shapes I have appointed ys q 
an 
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ind be ſure you well-favour'dly bang both Bearfeft and 
xeiſey, fince they have a mind to ſee the Devil. 

Nag. Oh, Sir, leave em to us for that; and if we do 
10; play the Devil with em, we deſerve they ſhow'd beat 
x But Sir, we are in Sir Cautious's Garden, will he 
not ſue us for a Treſpaſs ? | 

Gay. I' bear you out; be ready at my Call. LExeunt. 
et me ſee _— I have got no ready ſtuff to banter 
fith———but no matter, any Gibberiſh will ſerve the 
Fo0's—*cis now. about the hour of Ten but Twelve 
my appointed lucky Minute, when all the Bleſſings that 
ny Soul could wiſh, ſhall be reſign'd to me. f 

Enter Bredwel. 
=——— Hah ! who's there, Bredwel? 

Bred, Oh, are you come, Sir and can you be ſo 
kind to a poor Youth, to fayour his deſigns, and bleſs 
his days ? 

' Gay. Yes, -I am ready here with all my Devils, both to 

r fecure you your Miſtreſs, and to cudgel your Captain and 
Squire, for abuſing me behind my back ſo baſely. 


11 Bred, *Twas moſt unmanly, Sir, and they deſerve it 
II wonder that they come not. 

5 Gay. How durſt you truſt her with him? 

* red. Becauſe *tis dangerous to ſteal a City- Heireſs, 


_ and Jet the Theft be his. ſo the dear Maid be mine 
Hark 


ſure they come ' 
Enter Bearjeſt, runs againſt Bredwel. 
=—— Who's there, Mr. Bearjeſt ? 
Bear. Who's that, Ned? Well, I have brought my 
Miſtreſs, haſt thou got a Parſon ready, and a Licenſe ? 
Bred, Ay, ay, but where's the Lady? 
Bea, In the Coach, with the Captain at the Gate, I 
came beſore, to ſee if the Coaſt be clear. 


N. Bred, Ay, Sir; but what ſhal! we do? heie's Mr. Gay- 
7 come on purpoſe to ſnew you the Devil, as you de- 

t; I'd, | 

| Ba. Sho! a Pox of the Devil, Man—I cant't attend 

e It [peak with him now. 


Gay, How, Sir ! Do you think my Devil of ſo liitle 
nd WT Wility, to ſuffer an Afﬀront unreyenged ? 


Bear. 


— — ww 
— — 
— 
— —— —— — — — — — — 
„ 6 „ —— 
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Bear. Sir, I cry his Devilſhip's Pardon: I did not kno 
his Quality. I proteſt Sir, I love and honour him, by 
1 am now juſt going to be married, Sir ; and when th; 
Ceremony's paſt, I'm ready to go to the Devil as ſoon; 
you pleaſe. 

Gay. I have told him your deſire of ſeeing him, ant 
ſhou'd you baffle him ? 

Bear. Who I, Sir! Pray let his Worſhip know, I ſh; 
be proud of the Honour of his Acquaintance ; but, Sir 
my Miſtreſs and the Parſon wait in Ned's Chamber, 

Gay. If all the World wait, Sir, the Prince of Hell wil 

ſtay for no Man. | 

Bred, Oh, Sir, rather than the Prince of the Infor 
nals ſhall be affronted, I'll conduct the Lady up, ant 
entertain her till you come, Sir, 88 

Bear. Nay, I have a great mind to kiſs his Paw, Sir 
but 1 cou'd wiſh you'd ſhew him me by day-light, Sir. 

Gay. The Prince of Darkneſs does abhor the Light, 
But, Sir, I will for once allow your Friend the Captain to 
keep you company. 0 | 

Enter Noiſey and Diana, 
Bear. I'm much oblig'd to you, Sir; oh Captain— 
; [Talks to him, 
Bred. Haſte Dear ; the Parſon waits, 
To finiſh what the Powers deſign'd above. 
Dia. Sure nothing is ſo bold as Maids in Love 
- h [They go out, 
Noi, Pſho ! he conjure—he can flie as ſoon. 
Gay. Gentlemen, you muſt be ſure to confine you 
ſelves to this Circle, and haye a care you neither ſwear, 
nor pray. | 
Bear, Pray, Sir! I dare ſay neither of us were ever that 


way gifted, 
| A horrid Noiſe, 


Gay. Ceaſe your Horror, ceaſe your Haſte, © 
And caimly as I ſaw 10 laſt, 
Appear ! Appear ! 
By thy Pearls and Diamond Rocks, 
By thy heavy Money-Box, 
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Zy thy ſbining Petticoat, a 
That hid thy clouen Feet from Note; 
By the Veil that hid thy · Face, 
Which elſe had frighten'd humane Race : © 
Appear, that 1thy Love may ſee, 
Appear kind Fiends, appear to me. 
[Soft Muſick ceaſes, 
ox of theſe Raſcals, why come they not? 


Four enter from the four corners of the Stage, to Muſick 
that plays; they dance, and in the Dance, dance 
round em, and kick, pinch, and beat em. 

Bear, Oh enough, enough! Good Sir, lay em, and 

I pay the Muſick— 

Gay, 1 wonder at it— theſe Spirits are in their Nature 
ind, and peaceable— but you have baſely injur d ſome 
bodp—confels, and they will be fatisfed— 

Bear. Oh good Sir, take your Cerberuſes of —I do 
confeſs, the Captain here, and I, have violated your 
fame, 

Noi. Abus'd you,—and traduc'd you, and us we 
eg your pardon 5 | 

Gay. Abus'd me! *Tis more than I know, Gentlemen. 

Bear, But it ſeems your Friend the Devil does, 

Gay, By this time Bredwe!'s married. 
=Great Pantamogan, hold, for I am ſatisfied, 

[ Ex, Devils. 
ind thus undo my Charm — 5 
i Takes away ths Circle, they run out. 
oo the Fools are gone, and now to Jalia's Arms, 
| Going. 


SCE NE, Lady Fulbank's Anti- chamber. 


te diſccver?d undreſt at her Glaſs 5 Sir Cautious undreſt. 


L. Ful. But why to Night? indeed you're wondrous 
lind methinks. 
Sir Cau. Why, I don't know a Wedding is a ſort 
Wan Alarm to Love; it calls up every Man's CO : 
+ 1'4 


— 
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L. Ful. Ay, but will it come when *tis call'd ? 
Sir Cau. I doubt you'll find it to my Grief— AfA 
But I think tis all one to thee, thou car'{ nc 
for my Complement 3 no, thou*dſt rather have a youn 
Fellow, | | | 

L. Ful. I am not us'd to flatter much; if forty Ye 
were taken from your Age, twou'd render you ſomethin 
more agreeable to my Bed, I muſt confeſs. 

Sir Cau. Ay, ay, no doubt on't. 

L. Ful. Yet you may take my word without an Ox 
were you as old as Time, and I were young and gay: 
April Flowers, which all are fond to gather; 
My Beauties all ſhould wither in the Shade, | 
E*er I'd be worn in a diſhoneſt Boſom. | 

Sir Cau. Ay, but you're wonderous free methink 
ſometimes, which gives ſhreud ſuſpicions, | | 

L. Ful. What, becauſe I cannot ſimper, look demuuW 
and juſtify my Honour, when none queſtions it ? 

Cry fie, and out upon the naughty Women, 
Becauſe they pleaſe themſelves. and fo wou'd I. 

Sir Cau. How, wou'd, what cuckold me? 

L. Ful. Yes, if it pleas'd me better than Vertue, Sir, 
But I' not change my Freedom and my Humour, 

To purchaſe the dull Fame of being honeſt, 

Sir Cau, Ay, but the World, the World. 

L. Ful. 1 value not the Cenſures of the Croud. 

Sir Can. But I am od. 5 "a 

L. Ful. That's your fault, not mine. | 

Sir Cau. But being ſo, it I ſhou'd be good-natur'd, ad 
give thee leave to love diſcreetly- — 

L. Ful. 1'd do't without your leave, Sir. 

Sir Cau. Do't what, cuckold me? L. 

L. Ful. No, love diſcreetly, Sir, love as I ought, loj 
honeſtly, ; | 3 

Sir Cau. What, in love with any body, but your of 
Husband ? . 

es. | 

Sir Cau. Yes, quoth a——is that your loving as y0 
ought ?* | 


IL. F-08 V 


* 
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. Fal. We cannot help our Inclinations, Sir, 
o more than Time, or Light from coming on 
can keep my Virtue, Sir, intire. | | 
ir C44. What, I'll warrant, this is your firſt Love, 
man? | : | 
n. I'll not deny that Truth, tho even to you. 
vir Cau. Why, in conſideration of my Age, and your 
ach, 1'd bear a Conſcience provided you do things 
iſe] . 5 | 
L Bu, Do what thing, Sir ? 
tr Cau. You know what I mean 
L. Fal. Hah — I hope you wou'd not be a Cuckold, 
diſs | 
ir Cau. Why—truly in a civil way—or ſo. 
L. Ful. There is but one way, Sir, to make me hate 
you; 
| ul thar wou'd be tame ſuffering, | | 
Sir Cau. Nay, and ſhe be thereabouts, there's no diſ- 
merings 
L. Fal. But leave this fond diſcourſe, and, if you muſt, 
us to Bed. 
Sir Cav, Ay, ay, I did but try your Virtue, mun 
& think I was in earneſt ? J@ 

Enter Servant. g..-7. 
rv. Sir, here's a Cheſt directed to your Worſhip, 
Sir Cau. Hum, tis Maſteal now does my heart fail 
A Cheſt ſay you to me — ſo late Ill warrant 
comes from Sir Nicholas Smuggle ſome prohibited 
"ods that he has ſtoln the Cuſtom of, and cheated his 
bjelly— Well, he's an honeſt Man, bring it in— 

[ Exit Servant, 

L. Ful. What, into my Apartment, Sir, a naſty Cheſt 
de Cau. By all means for if the Searchers come, 
never be ſo uncivil to ranſack thy Lodgings ; and 
tare bound in Chriſtian Charity to do for one another 
dome rich Commodities, I am ſure. and ſome 
e Knick-knack will fall co thy ſhare, I'll warrant thee 
box on him for a young Rogue, how punctual he is 


[Afide, 
vor. Ll, L Enter 


dit. 


a 
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Say. Hah-——he here! nay then, I was deceiv d, 


Gameſter, will rook me out of half my Night—l an 


Pound, Sir 


ſtill. I am content to he a Cuckold, Sir but 1 
bave things done decently, d'ye mind me? 


I a 
— f 
3 


Enter with the Cheſt. | 
— Go, my Dear, go to Bed—1'll ſend Sir Nicholad 
Receit for the Cheſt, and be with thee preſently——. 
? # | | [ Ex, ſeveral 
Gayman peeps out of the Cheſt, and looks round 

© wondrmg. 

Say. Hah, where am 1: By Heaven, my laſt Nig 
Viſion— Tis that inchanted Room, and yonder's 
Alcove ! Sure *twas indeed ſome Witch, wao knowing 
my Infidelity—has by Inchantment brought me hither 
tis ſo— i am betray'd = | [Pay 
Hah ! or was it Julia, that laſt night gave me that | 
Opportunity ? but hark, I hear ſome coming— 


| Shuts himſel 
Enter Sir Cautious. q e 


Sir Cau. Lifting up the Cheſi-lid. So, you are cot 
1 ſee Is ces, and locks the 


it was Julia that laſt night gave me the dear Aſſignai 
1 
LSir Cautious peeps into the nd 
L. Ful. within. Come, Sir Cautious, I ſhall 
aſleep, and then you'll waken me. | 
Sir Cau, Ay, my Dear, I'm coming — ſhe's in Bec 
Ill go put out the Candle, and then 
Gay, Ay, Pll warrant you for my part 
Sir Cau. Ay, but you may over- act your part, and 
all-—But, Sir, I hope you'll uſe a Chriſtian Conc: 
in this buſineſs. HEM 124: 2% + BE 
Gay. Oh doubt not, Sir, but I ſhall do you Reaſot 
Sir Can. Ay, Sir, but 
Gay. Good Sir, no more Cautions ; you, uniike a 


attent. LY | 
Sir Cau. Good Lord, are you fo haſty ? if I pl 
u ſhan't go at all. 25 

Gay. With all my ſoul, Sir; pay me three hun 


Sir Cau. Lord, Sir, you miſtake my candid mes 
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Gay. As decently as a Cuckold can be made, Sir. 
But no more diſputes, I pray, Sir. 7 
tir Cau. I'm gone — I'm gone — but harkye, Sir, you'll 
before day ? | [Going out, returns. 
Gay, Yet again 
Sir Can. I vaniſh, Sir but harkye you'll not 
aka word, but let her think tis I. . 
Gay, Be gone, I ſay, Sir [He runs out. 
m convinc'd laſt night I was with Julia. | 
dot, inſenſible and dull! | ' 
Enter ſoftly Sir Cautious. | 
fir Cau. So, the Candle's out=—give me your hand. 
8 [ Leads him ſoftly in. 


SCENE E changes to a Bed-chamber. 


þ Fulbank ſuppos'd in Bed. Enter Sir Cautious and 
| Gayman by dark. | | 

fir Can. Where are you, my Dear? 

[Leads him to the bed. 
L. Ful. Where ſhowd I be—in Bed; what, are you 
[dark P- | ; 
ir Ca. Ay, the Candle went out by chance. 
[Gaytwan ſigns to him to be gone; he makes gri- 

mates as loth to go, and Exit. 


CEN E draws over, and repreſents another 
Room in the ſame Houſe. 


r Parſon, Diana, and Pert dreſt in Diana's Clothes, 


Dia, 1'Il ſwear, Mrs. Pert, you look very prettily in 
Clothes; and ſince you, Sir, have convinc'd me that 
innocent Deceit is not unlawful, I am glad to be the 
iument of advancing Mrs, Pert to a Husband, ſhe al- 
ly has ſo juſt a Claim to. | | 
hunger. Since ſhe has ſo firm a Contract, I pronounce 
lawful Marriage—but hark, they are coming ſure— 
mei. Pull your Hoods down, and keep your Face from 
I Lad. Diana runs out. 
N L 2 Fur 


- 


| pi 
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| Enter Bearjeſt and Noiſey diſorder'd, | 
Bear. Madam, 1 beg your Pardon I met with 
moſt deviliſn Adventure; your Pardon too, Mr. U 
tor, for making you wait. But the buſineſs is | 
Sir — have a great mind to lie with this young Gen 
woman to Night, but ſhe ſwears if 1 do, the Parſon 
the Pariſh ſhall know it. San 
Par, If I do, Sir, I ſhall keep Counſel. 
Bear, And that's civil, Sir Come lead the w | 
With ſuch a Guide, the Devil's in't if we cali. 
"RE | (af 


SCE NE changes to the Anti-chgmh: 


Enter Sir Cautious, 
Sir Cau. Now cannot I ſleep, but am as reſtleſs 
Merchant in ſtormy Weather, that has ventur'd all 
Wealth in one Bottom, Woman is a leaky Veſſel- n: 
if ſhe ſhould like the young Rogue now, and they ſhe 
come to a right underſtanding———why then am I air: 
Wittal=——that's all, and ſhall be put in Print at Sue 
hill, with my Effigies o'th' top, like the ſigi dir 
Cuckolds Haven. Hum— they're damnable {ile 
pray Heaven he has not murdered her, and robbed he 
hum hark, what's that? a noiſe— LE 
has broke bis Covenant with me, and ſhall forfeit 
Mone How loud they are? Ay, ay, the Plot 
covered, what ſhall I do? Why the Devil is not in WM Sir « 
ſure, to be refractory now, and peeviſn; if ſhe be, I. 
pay my Money yet and that would be a dal Gay, 
thing. ſure they're coming out——1']] retire. and 
ken how *tis with them. . Leer 
Enter Lady Fulbank undreſt, Gayman half undreſs WL 7, 
| his Knees, following her, holding her Gown, 
L. Ful. Oh! You unkind what have yon! 
me do? Unhand me, falſe Deceiver——let me lo L. P. 
Sir Cau. Made her do? — ſo, ſo tis done- bat fe 
glad of that | [Aſide pu take 
Gay. Can you be angry, Julia? 
Becauſe I only ſeiz d my right of Love. 


— 


An Alderman's Bargain. 245 


. Fal. And muſt my Honour be the Price of it? 
ud nothing but my Fame reward your Paſſion? 

What, make me a baſe Proſtitute, a foul Adultereſs > 
be gone, be gone dear Robber of my Quiet. 


[ Weeping. 


Gent dir Cau. Oh fearful 2 ö 
ſon WM Gy. Oh! Calm your Rage, and hear me; if you are 
ſo, | | * 
10 are an innocent Adultereſs. = Is 


yas the feeble Husband you enjoy'd 

cold imagination, and no more; 

bly you turn d away faintly reſign'd. 

Sit Cau. Hum, did ſhe ſo ? — 

Gay. Till exceſs of Love betray'd the Cheat, 

vir Cau. Ay, ay, that was my Fear. 

L. Ful. Away, be gone I'll never ſee you more 

Gay, You may as well forbid the Sun to ſhine. 

ſſee you more !—Heavens ! I before ador'd you, | 

t now I rave! And with my impatient Love, 

thouſand mad and wild Deſires are burning! 

ave diſcoyer'd now new Worlds of Charms, 

can no longer tamely love and ſuffer, 

fir 27 So—L have brought an old houſe upon my 

ead, 

nibd Cuckoldom upon my ſelf. 

L. Ful. I'll hear no more—Sir Cautious, — sn bere's 
my Husband? | | 

[iy have you left my Honour thus unguarded ? 

_ Ay, ay, ſhe's well enough pleas'd, 1 fear, 

Gay, Baſe as he is, twas he expos'd this Treaſure ; 

ke filly Indians barter'd thee for Trifles, 

ir Ca. O treacherous Villain! 

L Ful. Hah— my Husband do this? 

bay. He by Love, he was the kind Procurer, 

Ntriv'd. the means, and brought me to thy Bed. 

L Fal. My Husband! My wiſe Husband ! 

ſhat fondneſs in my Conduct had he ſeen, 

take ſo ſnameſul and ſo baſe Revenge ? 

Gay, None was filthy Avarice ſeduc'd him to't. 

DEN ina L. Tul. 


— 
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L. Ful. If he cou d be ſo barbarous to expoſe me, | 
Cou'd you who loy'd me be ſo cruel too? * 
Gay. What—to poſleſs thee when the Bliſs was offer 
Poſſeſs thee too without a Crime to thee ? 
Charge not my Soul with ſo remiſs a flame, 
So dull a ſenſe of Virtue to refuſe it, 
L. Ful. 1 am convinc'd the fault was al my H 


band's ' Aut 
And here I vow—by all things juſt and ſacred, But 
To ſeparate for ever from his Bed. [Knidh 
Sir Cau. Oh, 1 am not able to indure i. ] 
| Hold—ob hold, my Dear— [ He knetls as (be 1 
L. Ful. Stand off —I do abhor thee = | 
Sir Cau. With all my ſoul but do not make rf * 
_ Vows. - 10 
They break my very Heart. regard my Reputation. i" 
L. Ful. Which you have had ſuch care of, Sir, already 
Riſe, 'tis in vain you kneel, a i 
Sir Cau. Now—PH never riſe again Alas! Mala 
I was merely drawn in; I only thought to ſport a DW © 
or ſo : I had only an innocent deſign to have diſcover + 
whecher this Gentleman had ſtoln my Gold, tha ON. t 
might have hang'd him— 20 W 
Gay. A very innocent Deſigh indeed! ul 
Sir Can. Ay, Sir, that's all, as I'm an honeſt man * 


L. Ful. I've ſworn, nor are the Stats more fix'd than 
SE Enter Servant. 

Serv, How! my Lady and his Worſhip up? 
— Madam, a Gentleman and a Lady below in a Con 
28 me up, and ſay they muſt ſpeak with your Lady 

Ip, | 

. Ful. This is ſtrange! bring them up—— _ 

[ Exit Servaſii da. 

Who can it be, at this odd time of neither night nor 1 
Enter Leticia, Belmour, and Phillis _ 

Let. Madam, your Virtue, Charity and Friendſhip 


me, has made me treſpaſs on you * Life's ſecu & 
d beg you will protect me, and m nd 
8 1 1 N Points at Belmol 5 


Sir Can. So, here's another {ad Cataſtrophe * 1 _ 
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L Fal. Hah—does Belmour live? is't poſſible? 
pieve me, Sir, you ever bad my Wiſhes; 
1nd ſhall not fail of my Protection now. 

Bel, 1 ny thank your Ladyſhip. | | 

Gay. I'm glad thou haft her, Harry; but doubt thou 
lt not own her; nay, dar'ſt not own thy ſelf. 

Bel, Yes, Friend, + have my Pardon 
Aut bark, T think we are purſu'd already. 
kit now 1 fear no force, 

A noiſe of ſome body coming in. 

L. Ful. However, ſtep into my Bed-chamber, 

Eæeunt Leticia, Gayman, and Phillis. 
Enter Sir Feeble in an Antitk manner. 

Sir Feb. Hell ſhall not hold thee——nor vaſt Moun- 
uns cover thee, but I will find thee out—and laſh thy 
fitby and adulterous Carcaſe. A en: 

(coming up in a menacing manner tis Sir Cau. 

Sir Cau. How —Llaſh my filthy Carcale ?—1 defy 
thee Satan — | 

vir Feeb, Twas thus he ſaid. 

dir Cau. Let who's will (ay it, he lies in's Throat, 


Sir Feeb, How, the Ghoſtly=haſh-—have a care — for 
ms the Ghoſt of Belmouf Oh! bide that bleeding 
Vound, it chills my Soul !— (Runs to the Lady Fulbank. 

L. Fal. What bleeding Wound ?—Heayens, are you 
ſantick, Sir? 

Sir Feeb. No but for want of reſt, I ſhall e*er Morning, 
She's gone—ſhe's gone—ſhe's pn He weep» 


e's gone indeed. 
| { He weep: "i 
Sir Feeb,—But let her go, ſo I may never ſee that dread- 
ſul Viſion——harkye Sir——a word in your Ea 
aye a care of marrying a young Wife, 
Sir Cay, Ay, but I have married one already. 

* (Weeping, 
Sir Feeb, Haſt thou? Divorce her—flie her, quick— 
epa be gone, ſhe'll cuckold thee——and Rill ſhe'll 
ackold thee, 

vir Cay, Ay, Brother, but whoſe fault was that 
Vhy, are not you married ? | 
L 4 Sir Feebs : 


dir Ca. Ay, ay, ſhe's gone, 


eſt me an old doting loving Coxcomb——but I forgive f0u'1 


made an old fond Blockhead of me, and one way ore 


ther you wou'd have had her ds bobs you _— 
| nit 
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Sir Feeb. Mum——no words on't, unle I 1, ** 
the Ghoſt about your Ears; part with _ Wil 1 Wit 
or elſe the Devil will part ye. | » * " Sir 
L. Ful. Pray go to Bed, Sir. Pet 
Sir Feeb, Yes, for I ſhall ſleep now, I ſhall lie alone *" 
| IT e. 
Ah Fool, on _ 1 Fool to think * 2 
me — *twas aſe means I gain'd her cozen'd ! 
honeſt E of Fame = Life "IM be 
I. Ful. You did fo, Sir, but 'tis not paſt Redre ſp 
you may make that honeſt Gentleman amends. 00 d 
Sir Feeb, Oh wou'd ] could, fo 1 gave half my Eſtate- ** 
L. Ful. That Penitence atones with him and Heayen Ml ** 
—— Come forth Leticia, and your injur'd Ghoſt, WW" 
Sir Feeb, Hah, Ghoſt —— another Sight would mak 
me mad indeed, 4 
Bel. Behold me, Sir, I have no Terror now. Sl 
Sir Feeb. Hah———who's that, Francis I—my Nephew” 
Francis? 
Bel. Belmour, or Francis, chuſe you which you lik ® 
and I am either. jour 
Sir Feeb. Hah, Belmour / and no Ghoſt ? Al 
Bel. Belmour and not your Nephew, Sir, 1 
Sir erg But art alive? Ods bobs I'm glad on't, $i - 
rah ; . 2 
But are you real Be/mour ? | me 
Bel. As ſure as l'm no Ghoſt. 1 
l 


Gay. We all can witneſs for him, Sir. | 
Sir Feeb, Where be the Minſtrels, we'll have a Dance 8 
adod we will Ah——art thou there, thou cozening 
little Chits-· face a Vengeance on thee. thou mad 


thee and give thee all thy Jewels, and you you 
Pardon, Sir, ſo you'll give me mine; for 1 find yo 


young Knaves will be too hard for us. | * 
Bel. You are ſo generous, Sir, that tis almoſt win 0 
grief I receive the Bleſſing of Leticia. 0 


Sir Feeb. No, no, thou deſerveſt her; ſhe would hays 
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aſſallinated and raviſht ! 


pert. No, Sir, I am his Wife. 


vir Feeb, My Daughter Dy ſtoln 


Al. A plain Caſe, a plain Caſe, 


marry wy Daughter, Sir? 


four Bieſſing- 


b — 


be — — 

dir Cau. Well, Sir, 1 will 
ile think the Tribulation 1 am in, my Lady 
Bed. ; bale wh | 
vir Feeb. Indeed, Sir, the wiſer (ke. 


leman, 


tear, Sir, Coxcombs. 

dir Cau. 1 grant it, Sir; and if die Sir, I 
lady to you—with my whole Eſtate my 
00 much already for a Fool. . 

Gay, I thank you, Sir—do you conſent, 


L 5 


Euter Bearjeſt, Diana, Pett, Bredwel, and Noiſey. 
Fear, Juſtice Sir, Juſtice— I have been cheated—abuſed 
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fir Cau. How, my Nephew raviſht ! | 


Sir Cau. Hum — my Heir marry a Chamber - maid 
Bar. Sir, you muſt know I ſtole away Mrs. Dy, and 
yought her to Ned's Chamber here io marry her. 


Bear. But 1 being to go to the Devil a little, Sir, 
rtip— what does he, but marries her himſelf, Sir; and 
ud me off here with my Lady's caſt Petticoat 

Noi. Sir, ſhe's a Gentlewoman, and my Siſter, Sir. 

pert. Madam, twas a pious Fraud, if it were one; 
was contracted to him before - ſee here it is 

| [Gives it em. 


Sir Feeb. Harkye, Sir, have you had the Impudence to 


[To Bredwel, who with Diana kneels, . 
Fred, Yes, Sir, and humbly ask. your Pardon, and 


Sir Feeb, Lou will ha't, whether J will or not—rife, 
jou are ſtill too hard for us: Come Sir, forgive your Ne- 


but all this while you ; 


has forſworn - 


dr Cau. For only performing my Promiſe to this Gen- 


Sir Feeb, Ay, you ſhowed her the Difference, Sir; 
dure a wiſe man. Come, dry your Eyes—and reſt your 
elf contented, we are a couple of old Coxcombs ; d'ye - 


bequeath my 
Nephew has 
[To Gayman, 
my Julia? 


L. Ful. 


you for abuſing me to day. 


not fit Matches for either, that's the truth ont. 


Mo comes with blunted Weapons to the field. 
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L. Ful. No, Sir —you do not like mea canyal; N. 
of wooden Ladles were a better Bed- fellow. | 
Gay. Cruel Tormenter! Oh I could kill my ſelf yi 
ſhame and anger 
L. Ful. Come hither, Bredwel-—witnels for my I 
nour—that I had no deſign upon his Perſon, but thath 
trying his Conſtaney. 0 2 vir: 
Bred. Believe me, Sir, tis true feigned a dang 
near———juſt as you got to Bed—and 1 was the kind I 
vil, Sir, that brought the Gold to you, 7 
Baar. And you were one of the Devils that beat 
and the Captain here, Sir ? 
Gay. No truly, Sir, thoſe were ſome. I hired—to | 


Noi. To make you *mends Sir, I bring you the 
tain News of the death of Sir Thomas Gayman, your U 
cle, who has left you two thouſand pounds a year 

Gay. I thank you, Sir I heard the news befor 

Sir Cau. How's this; Mr. Gayman, my Lady's 
Lover? I find, Sir Feeble, we were a couple of old Fol 
indeed, to think at our Age to cozen too [ufty you 
Fellows of their Miſtrefles 3 tis no wonder that both 
Men and the Women have been too hard for us; we 


That Warrior needs muſt to his Rival yield, 


4 PR. 


EP 


EPILOGUE, 
ntten by a Perſon of Quality, Spo- 
| E. by Mr. Betterton. Wr 


ON G have we turn d the point of our juſt Rage . 
On the half Wits, and Criticks of the Age. 
0; has the ſoft, inſipid Sonneteer | 
|» Nice and Flutter, ſeen his Fop-face here, 
Nell was the ignorant lampooning Pack 
lf ſhatterhead Rhymers whip'd on Craffey's back ; 
But ſuch a trouble Weed is Poetaſter, 
The lower tis cut down, it grows the faſter, 
Tho Satir then had ſuch a plenteous crop, 
in after Match of Coxcombs is come up; 
Who not content falſe Poetry to renew, 
by ſottiſh Cenſures wou d condemn the true, 
It writing like a Gentleman fine appear, 
But muſt you needs judge too en Cavalier? 5 
Theſe whiſtling Critics, tis our Auth'reſs fears, 
And humbly begs a Trial by her Peers: 
0rlet a Pole of Fools her fate pronounce, 
There's no great harm in a good quiet Dance, 
Fut ſhield her, Heaven] from the left-handed blow - 
Of airy Blockheads who pretend to know. 
0: downright Dulneſs let her rather ſplit, 
Van be Fop-mangled under colour of Wit. 

Hear me, ye Scribling Beaus, 
Why will you in ſheer Rhyme, without one ſtroke « 
Of Poetry, Ladies juſt Diſdain provoke, | 
and addreſs Songs to whom you never ſpoke 2 
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In doleful Hymns for dying Felons fit, 
Why do you tax their Eyes, and blame their Wit ? 


_ Unjuſily of the Innocent you complain, 


'Tis Bulkers give, and Tubs muſt cure your pain. 
Why in Lampoons will you your ſelves revile ? 


"Tis true, none elſe will think it worth their. whilh ; 


But thus you're hid ] oh, tis a politick Fetch; 

So ſome have hang d themſelves to-eaſe Jack Ketch, 
Juſtly your Friends and Miſtreſſes you blame, 

For being ſo they well deſerve the ſhame, 

*Tis the worſt ſcandal to have borne that name, 


* At Poetry of late, and ſuch whoſe Skill 
Excels your own, you dart a feeble Quill ; 


Well may you rail at what you ape ſo ill. 
With virtuous Women, and all Men of Worth, 
Ton re in a ſtate of mortal War by Birth, 
Nature in all her Atom- Fights ne er knew 

Two things ſo oppoſite as Them and You. 


On ſuch your Muſe her utmoſt fury ſpends, 
They're flander'd worſe than any but your Friends. 


More years may teach you better; the mean while, 
If you can't mend your Morals, mend your Style. 


—_ 


, 


see the late Satir on Poetry. 
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PROLOGUE. 


lllants, our Poets have of late fo us'd ye, - 
Ye In Play and Prologue too ſo much abus'd ye, 
1 10 That ſhould we beg your aids, 1 juſily fear, 
RR 7c re ſo incens'd you'd hardly lend it here, 

But when againſt a common Foe we arm, | 
Fach will aſſiſt to guard his own concern. 

Women thoſe charming Victors, in whoſe Eyes 
Lie all their Arts, and their Artilleries, 

Not being contented with the Wounds they made, 
Would by new Stratagems our Lives mvadee 


Beauty 
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Beauty alone goes now at too cheap rates; 
And therefore they, like wiſe and politick States, 
Court a new Power that may the old ſupply, 2 
To keep a well as gain tht Victory. 

They'll join the force of Wit to Beauty now, 

And ſo maintain the Right they have in yon. 

if the van Sth this privilege ſhould beaff N 
Paſs cure of a declining Face we're loſt. 
Tow'll never know the bliſs of Change; this Art 


Retrieves (when Beauty fades) the wandring Heart ; 


And tho the airy Spirits move no more, 

Wit ſtill invites, as Beauty did before. 

To day one of their Party ventures out, 

Not with deſign to conquer, but to ſcouts 
Diſcourage but this e and then 

They ll hardly dare to ſally out again. 

The Poeteſs too, they ſay, has Spies abroad, 
Which have diſpers*d themſelves in every road, 
1'th* Upper Box, Pit, Galleries; every Face 

You find diſgnis'd in 4 Black Velvet Caſe. 

My life on't; is her Spy on purpoſe ſent, 

To hold you in a wanton Compliment ; | 
That ſo you may not cenſure what ſheas writ, 
Which done, they face you down*twas full of Wit, 
Thus, while ſome common Prize you hope to win, 
You let the Tyrant Victor enter in. | 

I beg to day you'd lay that humour by, 

Till your Rencounter at the Nurſery ; 

Where they, like Centinels from duty free, 

May meet and wanton with the Enemy. 


Enter an Actreſs. 


How haſt thou labour d to ſubvert in vain, 
What one poor Smile of ours calls home again ? 


Can any ſee that glorious Sight, and ſay ¶ Woman pointing 


A Woman ſhall not Victor prove to 77 to the Ladies. 
7 ſu ; 


Who is't that to their Beauty would ſubmit, 
And yet refuſe the Fetters of their Mit? 


PI 


PROLOGUE. 


ui tells you tales of Stratagems and Spies, 
Can they need Art that have ſuch powerful Eyes ? 

Believe me, Gallants, he as abus d yon all ; 

There's not a Vizard in bur whole Cabal : 

Thoſe are but Pickeroons that ſcour for prey, 

And catch up all they meet with in their way; 

Who can no Captives take, for all they do F 
I; pillage ye, then gladly let you go. 

Ours ſcorns the petty Spoils, and do prefer 

The Glory not the Intereſt of the War: 

But yet our Forces ſhall obliging prove, 

Impoſung nonght but Conſtaney in Love ; 

That's all our Aim, and when we have it too, 


ie'll ſacrifice it all to pleaſure yon. 


Dramatis 


Olinda, Siſter to Aleander, Maid of Ho- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M.E N. 


King, Mr. Weſtwood, | 


Philander, his Son, betrothed to Erminia, Mr, Smith. 

Alcippus, Fayourite, in love with Er- 
minia, 

Orgulins, late General, Father to Er. 
minia, 

Alcander, Friend to the Prince, in loye 
with Aminta, 

Piſaro, friend to the young General { 
Alcippus. 

Falatius, a fantaſtick Courtier. 

Labree, his Man. 

Cleontius, Servant to the Prince, and M ; 
Brother to Jillia, 8 Wo Cn 


Mr. Norris. 


8 Mr. Tung. 


Mr. 4 ngel, 


W OMEN. 


Galatea, Daughter to the King, 
Erminia, Daughter to Orgulius, eſi ſpous d 
to the Prince, 
Aminta, Siſter io Piſaro, in love with . 
A lcander, Mrs. Wright, 


nour to the Princeſs, Mrs. Lee. 


Jſillia, Siſter to Cleontius, Woman x Mrs, Clough, 


Erminia, 
Tyſette, Woman to Aminta. 


Pages and Attendants, 


Scene within the Court oe FR A] NCE, 


Mr; Betterton. 


Mr. Cademan. 


2 Mrs, Betterton, | 


Fn 


Ky 


d. : 


N. : 


3 


; 


rs, | 


ACTI SCENE I. 


Inter King, Philander, Orgulius, * Alcander, 
Piſaro, Cleontius, Falatius 3 and Officers, 


so mal I now divide my Gratitude, 


IV . * 
A 


| = BetweenaSon, and one that has oblig'd 
H L me, £4 | "1 . 
Beyond the common duty of a Subject? 
Phi. Believe me, Sir, he merits all 
your Bounty, | 
| only took example by his Actions; 
And all the part o'th' Vietory which I gain'd, 
Was but deriy'd from him. | . 
King. Brave Youth, whoſe Infant-years did bring us 
Conqueſts; | 
And as thou grew'ſt to Man, thou grew'ſt in Glory, 
And haſt arriv'd to ſuch a pitch of it, 
As all the ſlothful Youth that ſhall ſucceed thee, 
Shall meet reproaches of thy early Actions: 
When Men ſhall ſay, thus did the brave Alcippus; 
And that great Name ſhall every Soul inſpire 
Vith Emulation to arrive at ſomething, 
That's worthy of Example. | 
Alcip. J muſt confeſs I had the honour, Sir, 
Tolead on twenty thouſand fighting Men, 
Whom Fortune gave the Glory of the Day to. 
only bid them fight, and they obey'd me; 
But was my Prince that taught them how to do ſo. 
King. I do believe Philander wants no courage; 
But what he did was to preſerve his own. 
but thine the pure effects of higheſt Valourz : 
for which, if ought below my Crown can recompenſe, 
Name it, and take it, as the price of ii. Alcip. 
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Alcip. The Duty which we pay your Majeſty, 
Ought to be ſuch, as what we pay the Gods; 
Which always bears its Recompence about it. 
© Ring. Yet ſuffer me to make thee ſome return, 
Tho not for thee, yet to incourage Virtue, 

I know thy Soul is generous enough, 
To think a gforious Act rewards it ſelf. 
But thoſe whounderſtand not ſo much Virtue, 
Will call it my neglect, and want of Gratitude 5 
In this thy Modeſty will wrong thy King. 
Alcippus, by this pauſe you ſeem to doubt 
My Power or Will; in both you are to blame. 
Alcip. Your pardon, Sir; I never had a thought 
That could be guilty of fo great a Sin. 
That I was capable to do you ſervice, 3 
Vas the moſt grateful Bounty Heaven allow'd me, 
And I no juſter way could own that Bleſſing, 
Than to imploy the Gift for your repoſe. 7 

King, 1 ſhall grow angry, and believe your Pride 
Would put the guilt off on your Modeſty, . 
Which would refuſe what that believes below it, 

Phil. Your Majeſty thinks too ſeverely of him; 
Permit me, Sir, to recompenſe his Valour, : 
I ſaw the wonders on't, and thence may gueſs 
In ſome Degree, what may be worthy of it. . 
King. I like it well, and till thou haſt perform'd it, 
I will diveſt my ſelf of all my Power, | 
And give it thee, till thou haſt made him great, 
, Phil, Ihumbly thank you, Sir—— _ 421 
[Bows to the King, takes the Staff from Orguliuz, 
and gives it to Alcippus, who looks amaxedly 
And here I do create him General. 
You ſeem to wonder, as if I diſpoſſeſs d 
The brave Orgulius; but be pleas' d to know, 
Such Reyerence and Reſpect I owe that Lord, 
As had himſelf not made it his Petition, 
I ſooner ſhould have parted with my Right, 
Than have diſcharg'd my debt by injuring him. 
King. Orgulius, are you willing to reſign it? 
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org. With your permiſſion, Sir, moſt willingly ; 

His vigorous Youth. is fitter for't than Age, 

Which now has render'd me uncapable 

Of what that can with more ſucceſs perform, 

My Heart and Wilhes are the ſame they were, 

But Time has quite depriv'd me of that power 

That ſhould aſſiſt a happy Conqueror, 

King. Let Time has added a little to your years, 
Fince I reſtor'd you to this great Command, | 
And then you thought it not unfit for you. | 

Org. Sir, was it fit I ſhould refuſe your Grace ? 
That was your act of Mercy: and I took it 
Toclear my Innocence, and reform the Errors 
Which thoſe receiy'd who did believe me guilty, 

Or that my Crimes were greater than that Mercy, 
took it, Sir, in ſcorn of thoſe that hate me, 
And now reſign it to the Man you love. 

King. We need not this proof to confirm thy Loyalty; 
Nor am I yet ſo barren of Rewards, | 
But I can End a Ways without depriving 
Thy noble Head of its victorious Wreaths, 
To crown another's Temples. | 
Org. I humbly beg your Majelty's conſent to't, 
If you believe Alcippus worthy of it; 
The generous Youth I haye bred up to Battles, 
Taught him to overcome, and uſe that Conqueſt 
As modeſtly as his ſubmiſſive Captive, - 
His Melancholy, (but his eaſy Fetters) _ 
To meet Death's Horrors with undaunted looks: 
How to deſpiſe the Hardſhips of a Siege; 
To ſuffer Cold and Hunger, want of Sleep. 
Nor knew he other reſt than on his Horſe-back, 
Where he would ſit and take a hearty Nap 3 
And then too dreamt of fighting. 
I could continue on a day in teiling 
The Wonders of this Warrior. 

King. I credit all, and do ſubmit to you. 
But yet Alcippus ſeems diſpleas'd wich it. 

Alcip. Ah, Sir! too late I find my Confidence 
Has oyercome me unhappy Baſhfulneſs; 1 
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1 had an humbler Suit to approach you with; ud. 
But this unlook'd for Honour u! 
Has ſoon confounded all my leffer aims, | Whi 
As were they not effential ro my Being, Ve 1 
I durſt not name them after what'y* have done, CZ 
King. It is not well to think my Kindneſs limited, WM x 
This, from the Prince you hold, the next from me; 7 
Be what it will, I here declare it thine, : p 
| Upon my "life, deſigns upon a Lady ;. 
I gueſs it from thy bluſhing, _ 
Name her, and here thy King engages for her, 
Phi. O Gods !=— What have I done? Aſide, 


Alcip. Erminia, Sir,— Bows, | 
Phi. Pm ruin'd. | Aſide, | 

King. Alcippus, with her Father's leave, ſhe'st ine. 

_ Org, Sir, tis my Aim and Honour, 

Phi, Alcippns, is't a time to think of Weddings, 
When the diſorder'd Troops require your Preſence ?' 
You muſt to the Camp to morrow. 

Alcip. You need not urge that Duty to me, Sir. 

King. A Day or two will finiſh that affair, 

And then we'll conſummate the happy Day, 

When all the Court ſhall celebrate your Joy. 1 

| [They all go out, but — Piſa, and Fal. 

Piſ. Falatio, you are a ſwift Horſeman; 

I believe you have a Miſtreſs at Court, 

You made ſuch haſte this Morning, 

Fal, By Jove, Piſaro, I was weary enough of the 
Cab: ; and till I had loſt ſight of it, 

Iclapt on all my 1 

But what ails Aloander? 

Piſ. What, diſpleas'd ? 

Alcan. It may be ſo, what then? 

Piſ. Then thou mayſt be pleas'd again, 

Alcan. Why the Devil ſhould 1 rejoice ?* 

Becauſe I ſee another rais'd above me; 

Let him be great, and damn'd with all his Greatneſs, 
Piſ. Thou mean'ſt Alcippus, who I think merits it. 
Alcan, What is't that thou caPſt Merit? 

He fought, it's true, ſo did you, and I, 
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And gain'd as much as he oth Victory, 85 

zut be in the Triumphal Chariot rode, 

whilſt we ador'd him like a Demi-God, 

He with the Prince an equal welcome found, 

Was with like Garlands, tho leſs Merit, crown'd, 

Fal. He's in the right for that, by Jove. 

Piſ. Nay, now you wrong him. 

* What's he? I ſhould not ſpeak my ſenſe of 
im. 

Piſ. He is our General, 

Alcan, What then ? 

What is't that he can do, which I'll decline? 

Has he more Youth, more Strength, or Arms than I ? 

Can he preſerve himſelf i'th' heat of the Battle? 

Or can he ſingly fight a whole Brigade ? 

Can he receive a thouſand Wounds, and live? 

Fal. Can you or he do ſo ? i 
Alcan, I do not ſay I can; but tell me then, 

Where be the Virtues of this mighty Man, 

That he ſhould brave it over all the reſt ? 

Piſ. Faith he has many Virtues, and much Courage; 

And merits it as well as you or I; 

Orgulius was grown old. 

Alcan. What then? | 
Piſ. Why then he was unfit for't, 

But that he had a Daughter that was young. 

| 2 Yes, he might have lain by, like ruſty Armour, 

elſe, | | 

Had ſhe not brought him into play again; 

The Devil take her for't. | 
Fal. By Fove, he's diſſatisfy'd with every thing. 
Alcan, She has undone my Prince, 

And he has moſt unluckily diſarm'd himſelf, 

And put the Sword into his Rival's band, 

Who will return it to his grateful Boſom. 

Phi. Why, you believe Alcippus honeſt —— 

Alcan, Yes, in your ſenſe, Piſaro, 
But do not like the laſt demand he made; 
Twas but an ill return upon his Prince, 


To beg his Miſtreſs, rather challeng'd her, 
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- 


Piſ. Orgulius ſtill defign'd bim for Erminia; 
And if the Prince be diſoblig'd from this, | 
He only ought to take it ill from him. | 
Alcan, Too much, P iſaro, vou excuſe his Pride | 
But tis the Office of a Friend to do ſo. * 
Piſ. Tis true, I am not ignorant of this, 
That he deſpiſes other Recompence | 
For all his Services, but fair Erminia, 
I know *tis long ſince he reſign'd bis Heart, 
Without ſo much as telling her ſhe conquer d; 
And yet ſhe knew he loy'd; whilſt ſhe, ingrate, 

Repay'd his Paſſion only with her Scorn. 
| Alcan. In loving him, ſhe'd more ingrateful prove ”; 
To her firſt Vows, to Reaſon, and to Love. 

Piſ. For that, Alcander, you know more than I, 
Fal. Why ſure Aminta will inſtruct her better, 
She's as inconſtant as the Seas and Winds, | 
Which ne'er are calm but to betray Adventurers. 
Alcan. How came you by that knowledg, Sir? 


Piſ. Prithee, Alcander, now we talk of her, 
How go the Amours twixt you and my wild Siſter ? 
Can you ſpeak yet, or do you tell your tale 
With Eyes and Sigbs, as you were wont to do? 
Alcan. Faith much at that old rate, Piſaro, 
I yet have no incouragement from her 
To make my Court in any other language. | 

Piſ. Yow'll bring her to't, ſhe muſt be overcome, 
And you're the fitteſt for her fickle Humour, 
Alcan, Pox on't, this Change will ſpoil our making 

Love, 

We muſt be ſad, and follow the Court- Mode: 
My lite on't, pl ſee deſperate doings here; 
The Eagle will not part ſo with his Prey; 
Etrminia was not gain'd ſo eaſily, 
To be reſign'd ſo tamely.— But come, my Lord, 
This will not ſatisfy our appetites, | 


Let's 


Piſ. His ignorance that ſhe was ſo, may excy * 
Alcan. The Devil 'twill, doſt think he 1 bio, 


Fal. What a Pox makes him ask me that queſtion now? 


LA. 
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Les in to Dinner, and when warm with Wine, 
Ve ſhall be fitter for a new Peſigg. 
; | | \_— [They go out, Fal, flays. 
Fal. Now am I in a very fine condition, | 
i comfortable one, as L take it: | 
| have ventur'd my Life to ſome purpoſe now ; 
What confounded luck was this, that he of all men 
living, ſhould happen to be my Rival? 
Well, I'll go viſit Aminta, and ſee how 
de receives me. | LE | 
Why, where a duce haſt thou diſpog'd of 
Enter Labree. | 
Thy ſelf all this day? I will be bound to be 
Hang'd if thou haſt not a hankering after 
Some young Wench 3 thou couldſt never loiter 
Thus elſe; but PII forgive thee now, and prithee go to 
My Lady Aminta's Lodgings; kiſs her hand 3 
from me; and tell her, I am juſt returned from 
The Campain: mark that word,  Sirrah, 
Lab, J ſhall, Sir, *tis truth. 
Fal. Well, that's all one; but if ſhe ſhould 
Demand any thing concerning me, (for 
Love's inquiſitive) doſt hear? as to my Valour, or fo, 
Thou underſtand'ſt me; tell her 
lated as a man that pretends to the glory of 
derving her. 
Lab. 1 warrant you, Sir, fora Speech. 
Fal. Nay, thou mayſt ſpeak as well too much 
As too little; have a care of that, doſt hear? 
And if ſhe ask what Wounds I have, doſt mind me? 
Tell her I have many, very many. 
Lab. But whereabouts, Sir? 
Fal. Let me ſee let me ſee; 1 know not where 
To place them I think in my Face. | 
Lab, By no means, Sir, you had much better 
Have them in your Poſteriars: for then the Ladies 
Can never diſprove you; they'il not look there. 
Fal. The ſooner, you Fool, for the Rarity on't. 
Lab, Sir, the Novelty is not ſo great, I aſſure you. 


ls 


E 


Fal. 


Is a Wit, and your Wits care not how il-fayour'd 
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Fal. Go to, yare wicked; © 
But I will have them in my Face, © © © 
Tab. With all my heart, Sir, but how? 
Fal. I'll wear a patch or two there, and III 
_ Warrant you for pretending as much as any man 
And who, you Fool, ſhall know the fallacy ? 
. Lab. That, Sir, will all that know you, both in the 
Court and Camp, 32 ; 
Fal. Mark me, Labree, once forall; if thou takeſt 
Delight continually thus to put me in mind of 
My want of Courage, I ſhall undoubtedly - 
Fall foul on thee, and give the moſt fatal proof 
Of more than thou expecteſt. | : 
Lab. Nay, Sir, I have done, and do believe tis on 
I dare ſay you are a man of Proweſs. © TY 
1 Leave thy ſimple fancies, and go about thy bufi4 
nels, | A : : 
Lab. I am gone; but hark my Lord, 
If I ſhould ſay your Face were wounded, 
The Ladies would fear you had loſt your Beauty. 
Fal. O never trouble your head for that, Aminta 


Their Men be, the more ugly the better. 
Lab. An't be ſo, you'll fit them to a hair. 


Fal. Thou art a Coxcomb, to think a man of my Ga, 
Quality needs the advantage of Handſomneſs;: Wl 
A trifle as inſignificant as Wit or Valour ; poor Phat 
Nothings, which Men of Fortune ought to deſpiſe. un 

Lab. Why do you then keep ſuch a ſtir, to gain LO 
The reputation of this thing you ſo deſpiſe * lecei 
Fal. To pleaſe the peeviſh humour ofa Woman, ee 


Who in that point only is a Fool. | felt h 
Lab. You had a Miſtreſs once, if you have not forgot Gal 

ten her, who would have taken you with all theſe faults. hal 
Fab. There was ſo: but ſhe was poor, that's ths 

Devil, I could have lov'd her elſe. But go thy ways 

what doſt thou muſe on ? | | 

| Lab. Faith, Sir, Lam only fearful you will never pal 

wich thoſe Patches you ſpeak of. | 


Fal yY 7 
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ri), Thou never · to- be: reclaimd Aſs, ſhall I neyer 

-o thee to apprehend as thou ought'ſt? I tell thee, I 

| paſs and repaſs, where and how I pleaſe ; know'ſt 
uu not the difference yet, between a Man of Money and 

les, and a Man of only Parts, as they call them; poor 
wis, of no Mein nor Garb: Well, tis a fine and fru- 
thing, this Honour, it covers a multitude of Faults ;. 
en Ridicule in one of us is a-la-mode. But I daæain 
ee; $0 haſte to Aminta. | [ Exeunt ſeverally. ; 


SCENE. IL; | 
Enter Galatea, Aminta, and Olinda, . ' 
Gal, Will Erminia come? Hint py 
0, Madam, I thought ſhe'd been already here, 
Ga!, But prithee how does ſhe ſupport this news? 
Oli. Madam, as thoſe unreconciled to Heayen ' 
ſould bear the pangs of death, * _ 
am. Time will convince her of that fooliſh error, 
f thinking a brisk young Husband a torment. 
Gal. What young Husband? "> 
Am. The General, Madam. 9 
Gal. Why doſt thou think ſhe will conſent to it? 
am. Madam, I cannot tell, the World's inconſt ant. 
Gal. Ay, Aminta, in every thing but Love; 
td ſure they cannot be in that: 
Phat ſay'ſt thou, Olinda? | 
li. Madam, my Judgment's naught. n 
ore I have treated as a ſtranger Gueſt, 2 | 
leceiy'd him well, not lodg'd him in my Breaſt, 
ne er durſt give the unknown Tyrant room; 
let he ſhould make his reſting place his home. 
Gal. Then thou art happy; but if Erminia fail, 
hall not live to reproach her. 2 
m. Nay, Madam, do not think of dying yet: ; 
here is a way, if we could think of it. | 
Cal. Aminta, when will thou this Humour loſe ? 
am. Faith never, if I might my Humour chuſe. 
Gal, Methinks thou now ſhould'ſt bluſh to bid me live. 
am. Madam, tis the beſt counſel I can give. 
Full Vo 1. III. . | Gal, 
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Gal. Thy Counſel! Prithee what doſt counſel now $ 
Am. What I would take my ſelf I counſel you, | 
Gal. You muſt my Wounds and my Misfortunes bear 

Before you can become my Counſeller. 
Lou cannot gueſs the Torments I endure : 
Not knowing the Diſeaſe you'll miſs the Cure. 
Am. Phyſicians, Madam, can the Patient heal 
Altho the Malady they ne'er did feel: 
But your Diſeaſe is epidemical, 
Nor can I that evade that conquers all. 
I loy'd, and never did like pleaſure know, 
Which Paſſion did with time leſs vigorous grow: 
Gal. Why, haſt thou loſt it? | 
Am. It, and half a ſcore, 1 2 7 ; 
Gal. Loſing the firſt, ſure thou couldſt love no more. 
Am. With more facility, than when the Dart : 
Arm'd with reſiſtleſs fire firſt ſeiz'd my Heart; 
Twas long then &er the Boy could entrance get, 
And make his little Victory compleat ; 
But now heas got the knack on't, tis with eaſe 
He domineers, and enters when he pleaſe. | 
Gal. My Heart, Aminta, is not like to thine, p 
Am. Faith Madam try, you'll find it juſt like mine. 
The firſt I lov'd was Philacles, and then . 
Made Proteſtations ne'er to love again, 
Yet after left him for a faithleſs crime | 
But then I languiſht even to death for him; 
But Love who ſuffer'd me to take no reſt, 
New fire balls threw, the old ſcarce diſpoſleſt; 
And by the greater flame the. leſler light, 
Like Candles in the Sun extinguiſh'd quite, 
And left no power Alcander to reſiſt, 
Who took, and keeps poſſeſſion of my breaſt. - 
Gay. Art thou a Lover then, and look'ſt ſo gay, 
But thou. haſt ne'er a Father to obey. Labin 

Am. Why, if I had 1 would obey him too. 

Gal. And live? 8 
Am. And live. 

Gal, Tis more than I can do. 
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Enter Erminia ab ß. | 
hy Eyes, Erminia, do declare thy Heart 
Gal. meets her, embraces her, and weeps. 
Has nothing but Def pairs and Death c' impart, 
And 1 alas, no Comfort can "PPPs ED 
ut 1 as well as you can weep and die. 
Er. I'll not reproach my Fortune, ſince in you 
Grief does the nobleſt of your Sex ſubdue ; _ 
Vhen your great Soul a ſorrow can admit, 
[ought to ſuffer from the ſenſe of it; 
our cauſe of grief too much like mine appears, 
Not to oblige my Eyes to double tears; 
ind had my heart no ſentiments at hom 
y part in yours had doubtleſs fill'd the room. 
But mine Will no addition more receiye, 
ne has beſtow'd the worſt ſhe had to give; 
boor mighty Soul can all its rage oppoſe, 
vast mine muſt periſh by more feeble blows. 
cal. Indeed I dare not {ay my cauſe of grief 
Does yours exceed, ſince both are paſt relief? 
u if your Fates unequal do appear, 
„ MY mma, tis my heart that odds muſt bear. 
.. Madam, tis juſt 1 ſhould to you reſign, 
but here og: challenge what is only mine: | 
Fate ſo cruel is, it will not give | 
Leave to Philander (if I die) to live: | 
ght 1 but ſuffer all, twere ſome content | 
bit who can live and ſee this languiſhment * | | 
lou, Madam, do alone your Sorrows bear, | | 
Which would be leſs, did but Alcippus ſhare j 
Is Lovers we agree, I'll not deny, 
But thou art lov'd again, ſo am not I. 
Er, Madam, that grief the better is ſuſtain'd, 
That's for a loſs that never yet was gain'd ; 
lou only loſe a man that does not know 
How great the honour is which you beſtow ; 
Vho dares not hope you love, or if he did, 
lour Greatneſs would his juſt return forbid ; 
W's bumble thoughts durſt ne'er to you aſpire, 
ute lt moſt he would preſume but to admire z 
| M 2 Or 
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Or if it chanc'd he durſt more daring prove, 
You ſtill muſt languiſh and conceal your Love. 
| Gal. This which you argue leſſens not my Pain, 
My Grief's the ſame were I beloy'd again. "ON 
The King my Father would his promiſe keep, 
And thou muſt him enjoy for whom I weep, 
Er. Ah would 1 could that fatal gift deny; 
Without him you; and with him, IT muſt die; 
My Soul your royal Brother does adore, 
And I, all Paſſion, but from him, abhor; 3 
But if I muſt th* unſuit Alcippus wed, ; Z - 
I vow he ne'er ſhall come into my Bed, = 
Gal. That's bravely ſworn, and now I love thee more 
Than eer I was oblig'd to do before, | I 
hut yet Erminia, guard thee from his Eyes, | 
Where ſo much Love, and ſo much Beauty lies; I 
Thoſe charms may conquer thee, which made me bow, 1 
And make thee love as well as break this Vow, 2 
Er, Madam, it is unkind, tho but to fear 
Ought but Philander can inhabit here. q 
| [Lays her hand on her heart, 
Gal, Ah, that Alcippus did not er approve, 
Wie then might hope theſe miſchiefs to remove 3 i 
The King my Father might be won by Prayer, 
And my too powerful Brother's fad deſpair, 
To break his word, which kept will us undo: 
And he will loſe his dear Philander too, 
Who dies and can no remedies receive: 
But vows that *tis for you alone be'll live, 
Er. Ah Madam, do not tell me how he dies, 
I've ſeen too much already in his Eyes: 
They did the ſorrows of his Soul betray, 
Which need not be confeſt another way : 
*Twas there J found what my misfortune was, 
Too ſadly written in his lovely face. 
But ſee, my Father comes: Madam, withdraw a while, 
And once again FIl try my intereſt with him. [LExcunt. 
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SCENE III. 


Enter Orgulious, Erminia weeping, and Iſillia. 
Er. Sir, does your fatal reſolution hold? 
Org. Away, away, you are a fooliſh Girl, 
And look with too much pride upon your Beauty; 
Which like a gaudy flower that ſprings too ſoon, 
Withers eber fully blown, 
Your very Tears already have betray'd 
ts weak inconſtant nature; 
A!cippus, ſhould he look upon thee now, 
Would {year thou wert not that fine thing he lov'd. 
Er. Why ſhould that bleſſing turn to my deſpair, 
JF Curſe on his Faith that told him I was fair, 
7 Org. *Tis ſtrange to me you ſhou'd deſpiſe this Fortune, 
JF 1 always thought you well inclin'd to love him, 
, would not elſe have thus diſpos'd of you, 
r. 1 humbly thank you, Sir, tho 't be too late, 
And wiſh you yet would try to change my Fate; 
Phat to Alcippus you did Love believe, 
7. Was ſuch a Friendſhip as might well deceive; 
JH Twas what kind Siſters do to Brothers pay; 
JF 4cippus J can love no other way. 
——Sir, lay the Intereſt of a Father by, 
And give me leave this Lover to deny. | 
Org. Erminia, thou art young, and canſt not ſee 
The advantage of the Fortune offer'd thee, 
Er. Alas, Sir, there is ſomething yet behind. [S1ghs. 
4 Org. What is't, Erminia ? freely ſpeak thy mind. 
: Fr, Ah Sir, I dare not, you inrag'd will grow. 
Org. Erminia, you have ſeldom found me fo ; 
If no mean Paſlion have thy Soul poſſeſt, 
Be what it will I can forgive the reſt, 
Er, No Sir, it is no crime, or if it be, 
Let Prince Philander make the Peace for me; 
He *ewas that taught the Sin (if Love be ſuch.) 
Org. Erminia, peace, he taught you then too much. 
Er, Nay Sir, you promis'd me you wou'd not blame 
My early Love, if 'twere a noble Flame. 
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Org. Then this a more unhappy could not be; L 
Deſtroy it, or expect to hear of me. [Offers to go out, 
Er, Alas, I know *twould anger you, when known. 


F475 | _ [She flays him. 
Org. Erminia, you are wondrous daring grown. ' 


Where got you courage to admit his Love, wo 
Before the King or I did it approve ? = 
Er, I borrow'd Courage from my Innocence, _ 2 0 
And my own Virtue, Sir, was my defence. 4 l 
Philander never ſpoke but from a Soul, 8 
That all diſhoneſt Paſſions can eontroul; Jen 
Wich Flames as chaſte as Veſtals that did burn, K 
From whence I borrow'd mine, to make return, * 
Org. Your Love from Folly, not from Virtue grew; ay 
You never could believe he'd marry you, | A 
Er. Upon my life no other thing he ſpoke, V 
But thoſe from dictates of his Honour took, An 
Org. Tho by his fondneſs Jed he were content 4 
To marry thee, the King would ne'er conſent, 0 | 
Ceaſe then this fruitleſs Paſſion, and incline 6 
Your Will and Reaſon to agree with mine, : 
Alcippus 1 diſpos'd you to before, 
And now I am inclin'd to it much more. 
Some days I had deſign'd t' have given thee 
To have prepar'd for this ſolemnity; 
But now my fecond thoughts believe it fir, 
You ſhould this night to my deſires ſubmit. 10 
Er. This night! Ab, Sir, what is't you mean to do? * 
Org. Preſerve my Credit, and thy Honour too. dee 
Er. By ugh reſolves you me to ruin bring. 1 
Org. That's better than to diſoblige my King. 10 
Er. But if the King his liking do afford, 00 
Would you not with Alcippus break your word? li 
Or would you not to ſerve your Prince's life, 10 
Permit your Daughter to become bis Wife? Av. 
Org. His Wife, Erminia { if I did believe W 
Thou could'ſt to ſuch a thought a credit give, er. 
Wh J would the intereſt of a Father quit, N 
And you, Erminia, have no need of it: kr 
418 Without his aid you can a Husband chufe ; h Ly 


Gaining the Prince you may a Father loſe, Er, 
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E,. Ah, Sir, theſe words are Poniards to my Heart; 


00H 1nd half my Love to Duty does convert 3. 
. Wits, Sir, 1 cin be content to die, 


bim. n cannot ſuffer this Severity: [Kneel:, 
WJ That care you had, dear Sir, continue (till, 
l annot live and diſobey your will. [Ri/es, 


rg. This dum has regain'd me, and you'll find 
hast return; 1 ſhall be always kind. ' 
2 
o, reaſſume your Beauty, dry Phew Eyes; 
IJ jemember *tis a Father does adviſe. 

Er. Ungratefal Duty, whoſe uncivil Pride 

y Reaſon is not to be ſatisfy d; 

bo even Love's Almighty Power o'erthrows, 
or does on it too rigorous Laws impoſe ; 
IJ Vho bindeſt up our Virtue too too ſtrait, 
ind on our Honour lays too great a weight, 
Coward, whom nothing but thy power makes ſtrong : - 
Whom Age and Malice bred t* affright the young; 
Here thou doſt tyrannize to that degree, 
That nothing but my Death will ſet me free. 


[Goes out. 


Ex. Frm. 


SCENE Iv. 


Enter Philander and Alcander. 

Phi. Urge it no more, your Reaſons do diſpleaſe me; 
loffer'd her a Crown with her Philander, 
And ſhe was once pleas'd to accept of it. 
de lov'd me too, yes, and repaid my flame, 
hs kindly as J facrific'd to her: 
Toe firſt falute we gave were harmleſs Love, 
Car Souls then met, and ſo grew up together, 
Like ſympathizing Twins. 
ind muſt ſhe now be raviſh'd from my Arms * 
Will you, Erminia, ſuffer ſuch a Rape ? 
What tho the King have ſaid it ſhall be ſo, 
Tis not his pleaſure can become thy Law, 
No, nor it ſhall not. | 
And tho he were my God as well as King, 


would inſtru thee how to diſobey him; 
A4 Thou 
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Thou ſhalt, Erminia, bravely ſay, I will not : 
He cannot force thee to't again thy will. 3 ; 
—Oh Gods, ſhall duty to a King and Father £ 
Make thee commit a Murder on thy ſelf, ; 
Thy ſacred ſelf, and me that do adorethee? ; 

No, my Erminia, quit this vain devoir, — Fl 

And follow Love that may preſerve us all; 8 
—Preſumptuous Villain, bold Ingratitud e l 
Hadſt thou no other way to pay my favours? [ 
By Heaven 'twas brayely bold, was it not, Alcander? 

Alcan. It was ſomewhat ſtrange, Sir; — 

But yet perhaps he knew not that you loy'd her, = ” 
Phi, Notknow it ! yes, as well as thou and I ? : 
The world was full on't, and could he be ignorant; 

Why was her Father calPd from baniſhment, 

And plac'd about the King, but for her ſake ? 

What made bim General, but my Paſſion for her! 
What gave him twenty thouſand Crowns a year, 

But that which made me captive to Erminia, 
Almighty Love, of which thou ſay'ſt he is ignorant? 

How has he order'd his audacious flame, 

That I cou'd neꝰer perceive it all this while. 

Alcan. Then *rwas a flame conceal'd from you alone, 
To the whole Court, befides, *twas viſible, : 
He knew you would not ſuffer it to burn out; J 
And therefore waited till his ſervices i 3 
Might give encouragement to's cloſe deſign. 
If that could do't he nobly has endeayour'd ir, 
But yet I think you need not yield her, Sir, 

Phi. Alcippus, 1 confeſs, is brave enough, 
And by ſuch ways Ill make him quit his claim 3 
He ſhall to morrow to the Camp again, 

And then Ill own my Paſſion to the King; 
He loyes me well, and I may hope his pity. 
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Till then be calm, my Heart, for if that fail, 4 
OS [Points to his Sword. 
This is the argument that will prevail. [ Exeunt. 
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e 


ere I 


The Curtain is let down, and ſoft Muſick plays : The 


= Curtain being drawn up, diſcovers a ſcene of a Temple : 

3 The King fitting on a Throne, bowing down to join the 

= hands of Alcippus and Erminia, who kneel on the ſteps 
„% the Throne; the Officers of the Court and Clergy 
„ anding in order by, with Orgulius. This within the 


Scene. i | 
Without on the Stage, Philander with his Sword half 


drawn, held by Galatea, who looks ever on Alcippus ; 
Erminia ſtill fixing her Eyes on Philander; Piſaro paſ- 
ſionately gazing on Galatea : Aminta on Fallatio, and 
he on her: Alcander, Ifillia, Cleontius, in other ſe- 
veral poſiures, with the reſt, all remaining without 
motion, whilſt the Muſuck ſoftly plays ; this continues 
a while till the Curtain falls; and then the Muſick 
plays aloud till the Act begins. $7 | 
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1 Enter Philander and Galatea inrag d. 


1s done, tis done, the fatal knot is ty'd; 

1 Erminia to Alcippus is a Bride; 

IJ Methinks' I ſee the Motions of her Eyes, 

And how her Virgin Breaſts do fall and rife : f 
FJ Her baſhful Bluſh, ber timorous Deſire, | c 


q Adding new Flame to his too vigorous Fire ; 
J Vhilſt he the charming Beauty muſt embrace, 
And ſhall 1 live to ſuffer this Diſgrace? | 
20 Shall 1 ſtand tamely by, and he receive 
JF That Heayen of bliſs, defenceleſs ſhe can give; 
rd, No, Siſter,” no, renounce that Brother's name, 
nt, Y Suffers bis Patience to ſurmount bis lame; 
J 1! reach the Victor's heart, and make him ſee, 
That Prize he has Obtain'd belongs to me. 
Ti ; Pr OY M 5 | 825 Gal, 
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Sal. Ah, dear Philander, do not threaten ſo, 
Whilſt him you wound, you kill a Siſter too. 

Phi. Tho all the Gods were rallied on his fide, 
They ſhould too feeble prove to guard his Pride, 
Juſtice and Honour on my Sword ſhall ſit, 
And my Revenge ſhall guide the lucky hit. 

Gal. Conſider but the danger and the crime, 
And Sir, remember that his life is mine. 

Phi. Peace, Siſter, do not urge it as a fin, 

Ot which the Gods themſelves have guilty been: 
The Gods, my Siſter, do approve Revenge 
By Thunder, which th* Almighty Ports unhinge, 
Such is their Lightning when poor Mortals fear, 
And Princes — the Gods — here; e 
Revenge has charms that do as powerful prove 
As thoſe of Beauty, and as 3 Love, 
The ſorce of Vengeance will not be withſtood, 
Till it has bath'd and cool'd it ſelf in Blood. 
Erminia, ſweet Erminia, thou art loſt, 
And he yet lives that does the conqueſt boaſt. 
Gal. Brother, that Captive you can ne'er retrieye 
More by the Victor's death, than if he live, 
For ſhe in Honour cannot him prefer, 
par become her 3 Murderer; 
By ſafer ways you may that bleſſing gain, 
When — en thro Blood 200 Death prove vain. 
_ Phi, Wich hopes already that are vain as Air, 
You've kept me from Revenge, but not Deſpair, 
I had my ſelf acquitted, as became 9 
Erminia's wrong'd Adorer, and my Flame; 
My Riyal I had kill'd, and ſet her free, 
Had not my Juſtice been difarm'd by thee. 
hut for thy faithleſs Hope, 1'ad murder'd him, 
Eyen when the holy Prieſt was marrying them, 
And offer'd upthe reeking Sactifice 
Toth* Gods he kneel'd to, when he took my price 
By all their Purity I would have don't, 
But now I think 1 merit the Affront: 
He that his Vengeance idly does deſr, 
His Safety more than his Succeſs mult fear: 


. 
& - 


- 
7 
4 


the Jealons 'Brideoroom.” 275; 
e that Coward did prolong my Fate, | T 
u brave Revenge can never come too late. ; 


Gal. Brother, if you can ſo inhuman prove 


0 ſo me your Siſter, Reaſon, and to Love: 7 
E let you fee that I have ſentiments too, a 
cn love and be reveng'd as well as you 

mat hour that ſhall a death to him impart, 

aul ſend this Dagger to Erminia's heart, | 
: * [Shews a Daggers . 
hi. Ah Coward, how theſe words have mage thee 
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pale, | 

uud Fear above thy Courage does prevail: 
e Gods, why did you ſuch a way invent? 

Cal. None elſe was left thy madneſs to prevent. 

Phi, Ah cruel Siſter, I am tame become, | 
ind will reverſe my happy RivaP's doom: 
les, he ſhall live to triumph o'er my Tomb. 
-But yet what thou haſt ſaid, I needs muſt blame 
for if my reſolutions prove the ſame, . 
[now ſhould kill thee, and my life renew; 
lit were it brave or juſt to murder you? 
t worſt, 1 ſhould an unkind Siſter kill, 
Thou wouldſt the ſacred blood of Friendſhip fpi!), 
[kill a Man that has undone my Fame, 
haviſh'd my Miſtrefs, and contemn'd my Name, 
lad, Siſter, one who does not thee prefer: 
But thou no reaſon haſt to injure her. 
Such charms of Innocence her Eyes do drefs, . 
k would confound the erueb'ſt Murdereſs: 
and thou-art ſoft, and canſt no Horror ſee, 
buch Actions, Siſter, you muſt leave to me. 

Gal. The higheſt Love no Reaſon will admit, 
ind Paſſion is above my Friendſhip yet. 

Phi. Then ſince I cannot hope to alter thee, . 
Let me but beg that thou wouldſt ſet me free; 
Free this poor Soul that ſach a coil does keep; 
Twill neither let me wake in Peace, nor ſleep. 
Comfort I find a firatges to my heart, 
Nor canſt thou ought of that but thus impart ; 
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. Thou ſhouldſt with joy a death to him procure, 
fv Who by it leaves Alcippus* life ſecure. 12% 
Gal. Dear Brother, you out- run your Patience ſtill, 
We'll neither die our ſelves, nor others kill; | 
4 Something I'll do that ſhall thy joys reſtore, _ 
44 And bring thee back that health thou had'ſt before; 
WL - We're now expected at the Banquet, where 
I'd have thy Eyes more Love than Anger wear ; 
This night be cheerful, and on me depend, 
On me, that am thy Siſter, and thy Friend: 
A little raiſe A!cippus* Jealouſy 
And let the reſt. be carried on by me; 
Nor would it be amiſs ſhould you provide 
A Serenade to entertain the Bride: 
*Twill give bim Fears that may perhaps diſprove 
The fond opinion of his happy Love. wits | 
Phi. Tho Hope be faithleſs, yet I cannot chuſe, 
Coming from thee, but credit the abuſdmQ. 
Gal. Philander, do not your Hope's power diſtruſt, 
Tis me enough to die, when that's unjuſt, [Exeunt 


SCENE II. 1 


Enter Aminta as paſſmg over the Stage, is ſtayed by | 
3 Olinda. 

Oli. Why ſo haſty, Aminta? 

Am. The time requires it, Olinda. 

Oli. But I bave an humble ſuit to you. 

Am. You ſhall command me any thing. 

Oli. Pray Heaven you keep your word. 4 

Am. That ſad tone of thine, Olinda, has almoſt made 
me repent of my promiſe; but come, what is't ? 
Oli. My Brother, Madam. : | 
8 Am. Now fie upon thee, is that all thy buſineſs? Þ? 
1 . [Offers to go of. 


* 
4 
* 
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Oli. Stay, Madam, he dies for you. 

Am. He cannot do't for any Woman living; 
But well it ſeems he ſpeaks of Love to you; 
To me he does appear a very Statue. 


ol 
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Oli. He nought but ſighs and calls upon your name, 
and vows you are the cruell'ſt Maid that breathes. 

Am. Thou can'ſt not be in earneſt ſure. 

Oli. Lil ſwear I am, and fo is he. 

Am. Nay thou haſt a hard task on't, to make Vows 
to all the Women he makes loye to ; indeed I pity thee ; 


ha, ha, ha. 
oli. You ſhould not laugh at thoſe you haye undone. 


Aminta ſings. 


Hang Love, for I will never pine 
For any Man alive; 
Nor ſhall this jolly Heart of mine 
The thoughts of it receive; 
T will not purchaſe Slavery 
At ſuch a dangerous rate; 
But glory in my Liberty, | | 
And laugh at Love and Fate. * 


Oli. You'll kill him by this cruelty, 
Am, What is't thou call'ſt ſo ? 
For I have hitherto giyen no denials, 
Nor has he given me cauſe ; 
] have ſeen him wildly gaze upon me often, 
And ſometimes bluſh and ſmile, but ſeldom that; 
And now and then found fault with my replies, 
And wonder'd where the Devil lay that wit, 
Which he beliey'd no Judge of it could find. 
Oli, Faith, Madam, thavs his way of making love. 
Am. It will not take with me, I love a Man 
Can kneel, and ſwear, and cry, and look ſubmiſs, 
As if he meant indeed to die my Slave: 


Thy Brother looks but too much like a Conqueror. 
[Sighs. 


; 


Oli. How, Aminta, can you ſigh in earneſt ? 

Am. Yes, Olinda, and you ſhall know its meaning; 
i loye Alcander, and am not aſham'd o'th* ſecret, 
But prithee do not tell him what I ſay. 


Oh he's a man made up of thoſe Perſections, 
Which 
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Which 1 have often lik'd in ſeveral men; 
And wiſh'd united to compleat ſome one, 
Whom 1 might have the oc to o ercome. 
His Mein and Perſon, but bove all his Humour, 
That ſurly Pride, tho even to me addreſt; 
Does ſtrangely well become him. 

Oli. May I believe this? 

Am. Not if you mean to ſpeak on't, 
But I ſhall ſoon enough betray my ſelf. 

Enter Falatius with a patch or two on his Face. 

Falat ius, welcome from the Wars; 
I'm glad to ſee y ave ſcap'd the dangers of them. 8 

Fa. Not ſo well ſcap'd neither, Madam, but I haye 


bu 
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left ftill a few teſtimonies of their Severity to me. 13 
| [ Points to his face... Ile 

Oli. That's not ſo well, believe me. A 

Fa. Nor ſo ill, ſince they be ſuch as render us no leſs BY 11 
acceptable to your fair Eyes, Madam ! - 
But had you ſeen me when I gain'd them, Ladies, in that in 
heroick poſture. 7 = 

Am. What poſture ? | JF for 

Fa. In that of fighting, Madam; co 
You would have call'd to mind that antient ſtory . 
Of che ſtout Giants that wag'd War with Heaven; 1 
Juſt ſo I fought, and for as glorious prize, N 6 
Your excellent Ladiſhip. | wwe = 

Am. For me, was it for me you ran this hazard then? : 

Fa. Madam, I hope you do not queſtion that, - 
Was it not all the-faults you found with me, , 
The reputation of my want of Courage, opc 
A thouſand Furies ate not like a Battle; Ne 

And but for you, | vo 
By Fove 1 would not fight it o'er again OE IR MF fort 
For all the glory on*t ; and now do you doubt me? . 
Madam, your heart is ſtrangely fortified bu 
That can reſiſt th' efforis I have made againſt it, If 


And bring to boot ſuch marks of valour too. 

Enter to them Alcander, who ſeeing them would turn 

back, but Olinda ſtays him. | 
Oli. Brother, come back, 


Fa, | 
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Fa. Advance, advance, what Man, afraid of me? 
Alc. How can ſhe hold diſcourſe with that Fantaſtick. 


LAſide. 
Fa, Come forward, and be complaiſant, 
[ Pulls him again. 
Alc. That's noſt proper for your Wit, N 
Am. Why ſo angry? | 
Alc, Away, thou art deceiv'd, | 
am. You've loſt your — which puts you out of 
tumour. 
4c. He's damn'd wil loſe a moment on't for 
Am. Who is't that bas diſpleas'd you ? 
Alc. You have, and took my whole repoſe away, 
ind more than that, which you ne er can reſtore ; 
| can do nothing as I did before. 
When I would ſleep, I cannot do't for you, 
y Eyes and Fancy do that form purſue ; 
and * I ſleep, you revel in my Dreams, 
ind all my Life is nothing but extremes. 
When I would tell my love, I ſeem moſt rude, 
for that informs me how I am ſubdu'd, | 
GoJs, you're unjuſt to tyrannize o'er me, 
hen thouſands fitter for't than I go free. [Ex, 
Fal. Why, what the Devil — pollelt Licander : 2 
Oli. How like you this, Aminta 1 
Am. Better and better, he's a wondrous man. 
[ Exeuns Am. and Oli. 
Fa. Tis the moſt unjanty humour that ever I ſaw; 
dy, ay, he is my Rival, No maryel an he look'd ſo big 
upon me; He is damnable valiant, and as jealous as he 


s valiant ; ho ſhall 1 behave my felf to him, and theſe 
vo idle 1— of his I cannot yet determine; the com- 


fort is, he knows I am a Coward whatever face I ſer upon 
', Well, I muſt either reſolve never to provoke his Jea- 
louſy, or de able to re-counter his other y, his Valour; 


ta; were a good Reſolve if I be not paſt all bope. (Ex. 


SCENE 


* 
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sc EN E HI. 


Enter Alcippus and Erminia, as in a Bed-· Chamber. 
Alcip. But till methinks, Erminia, you ate ſas, | 

A heavineſs appears in thoſe fair Eyes, 

As if your Soul were agitating ſomething 

Contrary to the pleaſure of this night, 
Er. You ought in Juſtice, Sir, t'excuſe me here, 

Priſoners when firſt committed are leſs gay, - 

Than when they're us'd to Fetters every day, 

But yet in time they will more eaſy grow. | 
Alcip. You ſtrangely bleſs me in but ſaying ſo. 
Er. Alcippus, I've an humble ſuit to you. 
Alcip. All that J have is fo intirely thine, 

And ſuch a Captive thou haſt made my Will, 

Thou needſt not be at the expence of wiſhing 

For what thou canſt deſire that I may grant; 

Why are thy Eyes declin'd? - «©. 

Er. To ſatisfy alittle modeſt ſcruple; 

I beg you would permit me, Sir—— 

Alcip. To lie alone to night, is it not ſo, Erminia © | 
Er. It i — | | | 
Alcip. That's too ſevere, yet I will grant it thee; 
But why, Erminia muſt I grant it thee ? | ; 
Er, The Princeſs, Sir, queſtions my Power, and ſays, 
I cannot gain ſo much upon your Goodnefs.Þ © & | 
Alcip. I could have wiſh'd-ſome other had. oblig'd thee 
t 1119521 | AN 2 N 73{@6Y 
Er. Tou would not blame her if you knew her reaſons} 
Alcip. Indeed I do not much, for I can gueſs |} 
She takes the party of the Prince her Brother; 
And this is only to delay thoſe Joys, 
Which ſhe perhaps believes belong io him. 
— But that Erminia, you can beſt reſolve Re 
And ?tis not kindly done to hide a truth, ll 
- The Prince fo clearly own'd. 
Er, What did he own ? 
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Alcip. He ſaid Er minia, that you were his Wife; 
if ſo, no wonder you refuſe my Bed: [She weephe 
The Preſence of the King hinder'd my knowledge, 
Of what I willingly would learn from you; 
Come, -ne'er deny a truth that plain appears; 
[ ſee Hypocriſy thro all your Tears. 

Er. You need not ask me to repeat again, 

A Knowledge which, you ſay, appears ſo plain: 

The Prince's word methinks ſhould credit ger, 

Which I'll comfirm whene'er you call for it: 

My heart before you ask't it, was his prize, 

And cannot twice become a-Sacrifice, | 
Alcip. Erminia, is this brave or juſt in you, 

To pay his ſcore of Love with what's my due? 

What's your deſign to treat me in this ſort? 

Are ſacred Vows of Marriage made your ſport ? 

Regard me well, Erminia, what am I? 

_ One, Sir, with whom, I'm bound to live and 

le, | | | 

und one to whom, by rigorous command, 

] gave (without my Heart) my unwilling Hand. 
Alcip. But why, Erminia, did you give it ſo? 
Er, I' obey a King and cruel Father too. 

A Friendſhip, Sir, I can on you beſtow, 

But that will hardly into Paſſion grow; 

And 'twill an Act below your Virtue prove, 

To force a Heart you know can neyer love, 

Alcip. Am I the mask to hide your Bluſhes in, 

I the contented Fool to veil your Sin? 

Have you already learnt that trick at Court, 

Both how to practiſe and ſecure your ſport ? 

Brave Miſtreſs of your Art, is this the way, 

My Service and my Paſlion to repay ? 

Will nothing but a Prince your pleaſure fit, 

And could you think that 1 would wink at it ? 

Recal that Folly, or by all that's good, 

I'll free the Soul that wantons in thy Blood. 

He in rage takes her by the arms, ſhews a dagger. 

Er, I ſee your Love your Reaſon has betray d, 


Zut I'll forgive the Faults which Love has made: 1 


— 
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But ſuch a Paſſion *cis as does deſpiſe 


es- you may diſapprove this flame in me, 


I ſwear, whilſt I'm your Wife 1'1] not allow 
Birth to a Thought that tends to WY you. 
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'Tis true, I love, and do confeſs it too; 
Which if a Crime, I might have bid from you; 


Whatever Rage you threaten from your Eyes. 


But cannot hinder what the Gods decree 
Search here this truth ; Alas, I cannot fear; 
Your Steel ſhall find a welcome entrance here. | 
[He holds her fill, and gazes on her. 
Alcip. Where doſt thou think thy ungrateful Soul will | 


80, ; | REY 
Loaded with wrongs to me, ſhould 1 ſtrike now ? 
Er. To ſome bleſt place, where Lovers do reſide, 
Free from the noiſe of Jealouſy and Pride; PET 
Where we ſhall know no other Power but Love, 
And where even thou wilt ſoft and gentle prove; 
So gentle, that if I ſhould meet thee there, 

Thou would'ft allow, what thou deny'ſt me here. 
Alcip. Thou, haſt diſarm'd my Rage, and in its room 
A world of Shame and ſofter Paſſions come, 

Such as the firſt efforts of Love inſpir d, 
When by thy charming Eyes my Soul was fir d. 

Er, 1 muſt confeſs your Fears are ſeeming juſt, 
But here to free you from the leaſt mi 


Alcip, Not to believe thee, were a ſin above 
The Injuries I have done thee by my Love. 
Ah my Erminia, might 1 hope at laſt 
To ſhare the pity of that Jovely Breaſt, 
By flow degrees I might approach that Throne, 
Where now the bleſt Philander reigns alone: 
Perhaps in time my Paſſion might redeem 
That now too faithful Heart y*ave given to bim; 
Do but forbear to hear his amorous Tales, 
Nor from his moving Eyes learn what he ails: 
A Fire that's kindled cannot long ſurvive, 
If one add nought to keep the flame alive. 

Er, I will not promiſe; what I mean to do 
My Virtue only ſhall oblige me io. 


Alcib. 
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Alcip. But, Madam, what d' you mean by this reſerye ? 

To what intent does all this Coldneſs ſerve? 

s there no pity to my Sufferings due? 

And will you ſtill my Languiſhments renew ? 

Come, come, recal what you bave raſhly ſaid; 

ind own to morrow that thou art no Mail : 

Thy Bluſhes do betray thy willingneſs, 


uud in thy lovely Eyes I read ſucceſs, 


Er. A double tie obliges me to be 
dict to my Vows, my Love and Amity 3 
for my own ſake the firſt 1'Il ne'er decline, 


Ind I would gladly keep the laſt for thine. 


Alcip. Madam, you ſtrangely do improve my pain, 
To give me hopes you muſt recal again. J 
Er. Alcippus, you this language will forbear, 
Vhen you ſhall know how powerful you are; 
for whilſt you here endeavour to ſubdue, 
The beſt of Women languiſhes for you. 
Alcip. Erminia, do not mock my miſery, 
for tho you cannot love, yet pity me; 
That you allow my Paſſion no return, 
h weight enough, you need not add your Scorn, 
Ih this your Cruelty is too ſevere. 
Er. Alcippus, you miſtake me every where. 
Alcip. To whom Erminia, do I owe this Fate? 
Fr, Tomorrow all her tory III relate. 
Til then the promiſe I the Princeſs made, 
beg you would permit might be obey d. 
Alcip. You, Madam, with ſo many charms aflail, 
lou need not queſtion but you ſhall prevail; 
Thy power's not leſſen'd in thy being mine, 
lut much augmented in my being thine, 
The glory of my chains may raiſe me more, 


II I am ſtill that Slave I was before. [Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE. ITY: 


Pnter Philander and Alcander. [The Prince half undreſts 
Phi, What's a Clock, Alcander 2 
Ac. Tis midnight, Sir, will you not go to bed? 


Phi. 
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Phi. To bed Friend; what to do? | Alt 
Alc. To leep, Sir, as you were wont.to do. 
Phi. Sleep, and Erminia have abandon'd me; 
I'II never ſleep again. ad ie 
Alc. This is an humour, Sir, you muſt forſake. 


Phy, Never, never, oh Alcander. Meer 
Doſt know, where my Erminia lies to nighht?̃ dt 
Alc, I gueſs, Sir. 821 ph 
Phi. Where? Nay, Te peak, bat 
Indeed I ſhall not be offended at it. = 4 
Alc. I know not why you ſhould, Sie; 557 
She's where ſhe ought, abed with young Alcippus, _ p 


Phi. Thou ſpeak'ſt thy real Thoughts. 

Alc. Why ſhould your Highneſs doubt it? 

Phi. By Heaven there is no faith in Woman kind; Mr, 
Alcander, doſt thou know an honeſt Woman? | 

Alc, Many, Sir. | 

Phi. 1 do not think it, tis impoſlible ; 
Erminia, if it could have been, were ſhe, 
But ſhe has broke her Vows, which I held ſacred, 
And plays the wanton in another's arms. 907 

Alc. Sir, do you think it juſt to wrong her ſo? 
P)hi. Oh would thou couldſt perſuade me that I did ſo, 

Thou know'ſt the Oaths and Vows ſhe made to me, 

Never to marry any other than my ſelf, A 
And you, Alcander, wrought me to belieye them. 
But now her Vows to marry none but me, | 
Are given to AIG and in his boſom breath d, 
With balmy whiſpers, whilſt the rayiſht Youth 
For ever ſy lable returns a kiſs, | 
And in the height of all his extaſy, An 
Philander's diſpoſſeſsd and quite forgoiten. | 
Ah charming Maid, is this your Loye to me, 


Yet now thou art not no Maid, nor lov'ſt not me, As 
And I the fool to let thee know my weakneſs, gh 
Alc. Why do you thus proceed to vex your ſelf? Sh 


To queſtion what you liſt, and anſwer what you pleaſe ? H u. 
Sir, this is not the way to be at eaſe, 1 
Phi, Ah dear Alcander, what would'ſt have me do? fe 


Al. 
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Alc, Do that which may preſerve you; 
jo that which every Man in love would wy 
ke it your buſineſs to poſleſs the object. 
phi. What meaneſt thou, is ſhe not * 2— 
Alc. What then, ſhe' as all about her that ſhe had, 
or Youth and Beauty ſhe is Miſtreſs ſtill, 
nd may diſpoſe it how and where ſhe will. 
Phi, Pray Heaven 1 do not think too well of thee, 
I ybat means all this diſcourſe, art thou honeſt ? 
Alcan. As moſt Men of my Age. un 
hi. And wouldſt thou counſel me to ſuch a Sin? > 
Il do underftand——thee, * 
Alcan. I know not what you term ſo. 
li. 1 never thought thou'dſt been ſo great a Villain, 
to urge me to a crime would damn us all; 
Vhy doſt thou ſmile, haſt thou done well in this ? 
„. I thought lo, or Lad kept it to my (elf, 
ir, e'er you grow in rage at what I've ſaid, 
Do you think I love you, or believe my life 
Vere to be yalued more than your os pr 
lou ſeem to think it is not. 
9. Phi, Poſlibly I may 7 
9. Alcan. The fin of what I dan propor to you 
Jou only ſeem to hate: Sir, is it ſo? 
—[f ſuch religious thoughts about you dwell, 
Why is it that you thus perplex your ſelf? 
elf. murder ſure is much the greater ſin. 
Erminig.400 you ſay has broke her Vows, 
She that will ſwear and lye, will do the reſt. 
And of theſe evils, this I think the leaſt; 
und as for me, 1 never thought it ſin, 
Phi. And canſt thou have fo poor a thought of her ? 
Alcan, I hope you'll find her, Sir, as willing toꝰt 
am to ſuppole i it; nay, believe t, c 
She“ look upon't as want of Love and Courage 
Should you not now attempt it; 
You know, Sir, there's no other remedy, 
fake no denial, but the Game purſue, 
| For what ſhe will refuſe, ſhe wiſhes you. 
1 #4 With ſach pretenſions—ſhe may angry grow. 
| can. 
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Alcan. I never heard of any that were ſo, 

For tho the will to do't, and power they want, 

They love to hear of what they cannot grant. 
Phi. No more, 

Is this your duty to your Prince, Alcander? 

You were not wont to counſel thus amiſs, 

"Tis either Diſreſpect or ſome Deſign ; 

I could be wondrous angry with thee now, 

But that my Grief has ſuch poſſeſſion here, 

* Twill make no room for Rage. 
Alcan, 1 cannot, Sir, repent of what I've laid, 

Since all the errors which I have committed 

Are what my paſſion to your intereſt led me to, 

But yet I beg your Highneſs would recal | 

That ſenſe which would perſuade you tis unjuſt, 
Phil, Name it no more, and I'll forgive it thee, 
Alc. I can obey you, Sir. 

Phi, What ſhall we do to night, I cannot ſleep. 
Alc. I'm good at watching, and doing any thing, 
Phi. We'll ſerenade the Ladies and the Bride. 

| The firſt we may diſturb, but ſhe I fear 
Keeps watch with me to night, tho not like rae, 
Enter a Page of the Princes, 

Phil, How now, Boy, f 
Is the Muſick ready which I ſpoke for ? + 1144 
Page. Thay wait your Highneſs's command. | 
Phi. Bid them prepare, I'm coming. Ex. Page, 
Soft touches may allay the Diſcords here, | 
And ſweeten, tho not leflen my Deſpair, [Exennt. | 


SCENE V. The Court Gallery. 


Enter Piſaro alone. 
piſa. Ha! who's that, a Lover on my life, 
This amorous malady reigns every where; 
Nor can my Siſter be ignorant 
Of what I ſaw this night in. Galatea : 
I'll queſtion her — Siſter, Aminta, Siſter, 
[Calls as at her Lodgings. 


Enter 


8 ® Enter a Maid. 
Lyc. Who calls my Lady > ?: 
Pi. Where's my Siſter ? | 
Lyc. 1 cry your Lordſhip's mercy ; my Lady lies not 
q her Lodgings to night; the Princeſs ſent for her, her 


Highneſs is not well. [She goes out. 
piſ. I do believe it, good night, Lycerte. 
| Enter a Page. 
— Who's there? | 
Page. Your Lordſhip's Page. 2 


Piſ. Where haſt thou been? I wanted thee but now. 

Page. I fell aſleep 'th* Lobby, Sir, and had not wa- 

Witn'd yet, but for the Muſick which plays at the Lodg. 
nos of my Lady Erminia. | | 

Pi. Curſe on them; will they not allow him nights 

o himſelf ; *tis hard. 

J This night I'm wiſer grown by obſervation, 

My Love and Friendſhip taught me jealouſy, 

bich like a cunning Spy brought in intelligence 

From every eye leſs wary than its own; 

That told me that the charming Galatea, 

In whom all power remains, 

yet too feeble to encounter Love; 

find ſhe has receiv'd the wanton God, 

Maugre my fond opinion of her Soul. 

And *tis my Friend too that's become my Rival. 

| aw her lovely Eyes ſtill turn on him, 

As Flowers to Fe Sun: and when he turn d away 

Like thoſe ſhe bow'd her charming head again. 

——On th? other ſide the Prince with dying looks 

Each motion watch'd of fair Erminia's eyes, 

Which ſhe return'd as greedily again, 

und if one glance t' A:cippis ſhe directed, 

He'd ſtare as if he meant to cut his throat for't. 


Well, Friend, thou haſt a ſure defence of me, 
My Love is yet below my Amity. Ex. 


SCENE 
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= - 

5 SC E N E VI. Draws off, Heber Phi 
i lander and Alcander with Muſick at th 
1 Chamber door of Erminia; to them Piſaro I 
1 _ who os whilſt the Song is ſung. · 


The Song "I the Page to ſing at Erminia's Chamber 


door. 


Amintas that true-hearted Swain 

Upon a River's bank was laid, | 

Where to the pitying ſfireams he did complain 
Of Sylvia that falſe charming Maid, 

But fhe was ſtill regardleſt of his pain : i 
0h faithleſs Sylvia | would he cry, 


- — — —— —— — —— Py 


And what he ſaid the Echoes would replye 5. 
| Be kind or elſe I die, E. I die. I ?h: 
| Be kind or elſe I die, E. I die. | Alc, 
| A ſhower of tears his eyes let fall, Het 
| Which in the River made impreſs, 7 
Then ſigh'd, and Sylvia falſe again "would call, Alt 
A cruel faithleſ Shepherdeſs, 25 

1 Is Love with you become a criminal? | 
W Ah lay aſide this needleſs ſcorn, Pay 
\\ Allow your poor Adorer ſome return, ep, 
Conſider how I burn, E. 1 _ Pi 
Conſider, Sc. biter 


4.8 Thoſe Smiles * Kiſſes which you give, 

1 Remember Sylvia, are my due; 

| And all the Foys my Rival does recerve 

He raviſhes from me, not you, 

Ah Sylvia, can I live and this believe? 

In ſenſibles are touch'd to ſee 

My languiſhments, and ſeem to pity me. 
Which I demand of thee, E, of thee, 
Which I demand, Sc. 
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piſ. What's all this? | * 
phj. Who's there? 

zi, A Man, a Friend to the General. 

pi. Then thou'rt an Enemy to all good Men, 

des the ungrateful Wretch hide his own head, 

ua ſend his Spies abroad? | 

piſ. He is too great to fear, and needs them not; 

d him thou termeſt ſo, ſcorns the Office too. 

phi. What makeſt thou here then, when the whole 
forld's aſleep? | F $04 - 
gone, there lies thy way, where'er thy buſineſs be. 

iſ, It lies as free for thee, and here's my buſineſs. 
phi. Thou lyeſt, rude man. R 

r, Why, what art thou dareſt tell me ſo ith dark ? 
y had betray'd thy bluſhes for this Boldneſs. 

Phi, Tell me who tis that dares capitulate ? 

Piſ. One that dares make it good. 

Phi, Draw then, and Keep thy word. 

Alcan, Stand by, and let me do that duty, Sir. 

[He ſteps between them, they fight, Piſaro falls. 
Here's thy reward, whoe'er thou art. 

phi. Haſt thou no hurt? 


Alcan. I think not much, yet ſomewhere *tis I bleed. 
piſ. What a dull beaſt am I! 


Exeunt Prince and Alcan, 
page. My Lord, is't you are fallen? 
ep, Murder! Murder! fi 
Piſ. Hold, bawling Dog. 


ter Alcippus in 4 Night-gown, with a Sword in his 


hand, a Page with Lights. 
Alcip. Twas hereabouts—who's this, Piſaro wounded ? 


low cam'ſt thou thus? Come up into my Arms. 

Pi. Twas Jealouſy, Alcippus, that wild Monſter, 
ſho never leaves us till he has thus betray d us. 

Pox on't, I am aſham'd to look upon thee. 

have diſturb'd you to no purpoſe, Sir. 

am not wounded, go to bed again. 


Alc. I'll ſee thee to thy Lodgings firſt, Piſaro. 
PIE Yor. III. N | i 


L He looks wp, 
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Piſ. *Twill be unkind both to your ſelf and me. 
| [Exeny 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Philander and Alcander with a Light, 
Alcan. He's gone whoe'er he be: 
Phi. It could not be Aleippus. 
Alcan. J rather fear Piſaro, 
— But we ſoon enough ſhall know: Who's this? | 
Enter Etminia in her Night. goum, and Iſilia ain 
„ta. 
Er. Methought I heard Alcippus and the Prince 
Before the cry of Murder. 
TI die if thoſe two Riv als have encounter'd. N 
Phi. Ah Madam, ceaſe that fear, they both are ſafe | f 
From all, but from the Wounds which you haye girl 
them. 


Er. Oh Gods, what make you here! and where's A 


eippus 2 2 
got; Where I bad been had Heaven been — I dr 
Er. Alas, Sir, what do you mean ? what hare 5 Thu 
done ? And where -have you beſtow'd him ? But | 
Phi. Why all this high concern, Erminia? 1 
Has he fo reconciFd you to him ſince I ſaw you laſt? Þ 
This is not kind to me. RE 
Er. Oh tell me not of kindneſs, where's Alcippus? 
Alcan, Madam, of whom do you demand Alcippu: 8 4. 
Neither of us have ſeen him. I Too 
Phi. Go, you are a Woman, a vain peeviſh Crea P. 
Er. Sir, tis but juſt you ſhould excuſe my Fear, 4 
Alcippus is my Husband, and his Safety And: 
Ought to become my care. Whc 
Phi. How, Erminia . p. 
Can you ſo ſoon yield up my right to him, 4 
And not bluſh whilſt you own your Perjury? 
Er. Now, Sir, you are much to blame; Draw 


1 could have born the reſt, but this concerns me: 
I fear I have but too well kept my Vos with you, 
Since you are grown but to ſuſpect I baye not. 1 
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Phi. Pardon me, Dear, the errors of my Paſſion ; 
It was a Sin ſo natural, | | | 
That even thy unkindly taking it 
Approach'd too near it, not to gain my Pardon; 
But tell me why you askt me for Alcippus 2 
Er, Sir, .e'er I could diſpoſe my Eyes to ſleep, 
heard the Muſick at my Chamber-door, | 
nd ſuch a Song as could be none but yours; 
nut that was finiſh'd in a noiſe leſs pleaſant, 
nn that of Swords and Quarrel ; 
And amongſt which, | 
I thought I heard yours and Alcippus Voice: 
(or 1 have kept my word, and lay not with him) 
FJ This brought me hither ; but if I miſtook, 
once more I beg your pardon. 
Phi. Thou haſt reſtor'd me to a world of Joys, 
veal By what thou now haſt ſaid. 
IJ Enter Alcippus, his Sword in his Hand, a Page with 
l Light, he ſtands awhile. 
Alcip. Erminia { and the Prince! . embracing too! 
dream, and know ſhe could not be thus baſe, 
vl Thus falſe and looſe. f 
IJ But here I am inform'd it is no Viſion; 
his was deſign'd before, I find it now. 
[Lays his hand on his heart, 
Er. Alcippus, oh my fears ! 
[ Goes to them, takes her by the hand. 
Alcip. Yes, Madam, 
Too ſoon arriv'd for his and your repoſe. 
Phi. Alcippus, touch her not. 
Alcip. Not touch her! by Heaven I will, 
And who ſhall hinder me? 
Who is't dares ſay I ſhall not touch my Wife? 
Phi, Villain, thou ly'ſt. 
ar That y'are my Prince ſhall not defend you 
ere. 
Draw, Sir, for I have laid reſpec aſide. 
[Srrikes, they fight a little, Alcippus is 
wounded, Alcander ſupports him, © 
Er, Oh Gods, what mean you? hold Philander, hold. 
N 2 | Phi. 
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It does each way with equal rage oppoſe; 
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Phi. Life of my Soul, retire, 
I cannot bear that Voice and diſobey ; 
And you muſt needs eſteem him at low rates, 
Who ſells thee and his Honour for a Tear. 
Er, Upon my knees I beg to be obey'd, . [She intel 
hut if J muſt not, here diſcharge your Anger. b 
Phi, You are too great a Tyrant where you may: 
[Exeunt Erminia and Alcippuss 
Phi. Stay, ſhall I let her go? ſhall her Commands, 
Tho they have power to take my Life away, 
Have force to ſuffer me to injure her ? 
Shall ſhe be made a prey, and I permit it, 
Who only have the intereſt to forbid it? | 
— No, let me be accurſt then, [ Offers to follow. 
Alc. What mean you, Sir ? 
Phi. Force the bold Rayiſher to reſign my Right. 
Alcander, is not ſhe my Wife, and 1 his Prince? 
Alc, Tis true, Sir: | 
And y'ave both power and juſtice on your ſide ; 
And there are times to exerciſe 'em both, 
Phi, Fitter than this, Alcander ? 
Alc. This night Erminia's Promiſe may repoſe you; 
To morrow is your QWN =——— 4 
Till then I beg you'd think your intereſt ſafe, 
Phi, Alcander, thou haſt peace about thee, and canſ 
judge | | 70 
Better hat, *rwixt what is juſt and fit. = 
, [Puts up his Sword, 
I hitherto believ'd my Flame was guided 
By perfect Reaſon: ſo we often find 
Veſſels conducted by a peaceful Wind, 
And meet no oppoſition in their way, | 
Cut a ſafe paſſage thro the flattering Sea: s 
But when a Storm the bounding Veſſel throws, 


For when the Seas are mad, could that be calm 
Like me, it wou'd be ruin d in the Storm. LExeunt 


AC 
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AC T In. SCENE I. 
Enter Aleippus and Piſaro. 


3% I S much, my Lord, you'll not be ſatisfy'd. 

f 3 Alcip. Friendſhip's too near a · kin to Love, 
Piſaro, 

ro leave me any Peace, whilſt in your Eyes 

J | read Reſerves, which *tis not kind to hide; 

Y-Come prithee tell me what the quarrel was, 

ind who 'twas with; thou ſhalt, my dear Piſaro. 
piſ. Nay, now you urge me to impoſſibilities: 

I 600d faith I cannot tell, but gueſs the Prince, 

IF Alcip, Tis true, Piſaro, twas indeed the Prince. 

ut what was th* occaſion ?. 

pPiſ. He call'd me Spy, and I return'd th' affront, 
But took no notice that he was my Prince ; 

It was a Folly 1 repented of; 

hut *ewas in a damn'd melancholy Mood, 

Alcip. Was ita going in or coming out? 

Piſ. From whence? 

I A4lcip. Erminia's Chamber; prithee let me know, 

or I have fears that take away my ſleep, 

tears that will make me mad, ſtark mad, Piſaro. 

piſ. You do not well to fear without a cauſe. 

Alcip. O Friend, I ſaw what thou canſt ne'er conceive 
Laſt night I ſaw it when I came from thee ; 

ind if thou go'ſt about t' impoſe upon me, 

l caſt thee from my Soul. Come out with it, 

| ſee thy breaſt heaye with a generous ardour, 

As if it ſcorn'd to harbour a reſerve, 

Which ſtood not with its Amity to me. 

Could I but know my Fate, I could deſpiſe it ; 

But when 'tis clad in Robes of Innocence, 

The Devil cannot *ſcape it : Something 

Was done laſt night that gnaws my heart-ſtrings ; 

And many things the Princeſs too let fall, 


Which, Gods! 1 know not how to put together. 
N 3 And 


4 
14 
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Has put on an unwonted gravity. 


And never made her other ſigns of Love, 
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And prithee be not thou a Ridler too: 
But if thou knew'ſt of ought that may concern me, 
Make me as wiſe as thou art. 
Piſ. Sir, you are of fo ſtrange a jealous Humour, 
And I ſo firangely jealous of your Honour, 
That *twixt us both we may make work enough; 
But on my Soul I know no wrong you have. 
Alcip. I muſt believe thee, yet methinks thy Face 


Piſ. That, Alcippus, you'll not wonder at, 
When you ſhall know you are my Riyal. 
Alcip. Nay, why ſhouldſt thou delay me thus wi 
ries ? 
This ſhall not put me off. | 
Piſ. Sir, I'm in earneſt, you have gain'd that Heart | 
For which 1 have receiv'd ſo many wounds; 9 
Venturing for Trophies where none durſt appear, N 
To gain at my Return one ſingle ſmile, 1 
Or that ſhe would ſubmit to hear my ſtory ; 
And when ſh? has ſaid, *cwas brayely done, Piſaro, 
J thought the Glory recompens'd the Toil; 
And facrific'd my Laurels at her feet, 
Like thoſe who pay their firſt- fruits to the Gods, 
To beg a bleſſing on the following Crop : 


Nor knew I that I had that eaſy flame, 

Till by her Eyes I found that ſhe was mortal, 
And could love too, and that my Friend is you. : 
Alcip, Thou haſt amaz d nie, prithee ſpeak more f lut, 


clearly, 5 25 | And 
Piſ. My Lord, the Princeſs has a paſſion for you, II nc 
Have I not reaſon now to be your Enemy? A 4 
Alcip. Not till I make returns: It ſh 
But now I'm paſt redemption miſerable. ny 


Twas ſhe Erminia told me dy'd for me; 
And I beliey'd it but a light of bers, Dee 
To put me from my Courtſhip. 

Piſ. No, twas a fatal Truth: : 
Alcippus, hadſt thou ſeen her, whilſt the Prieſt uu 
Was giving thee to fair Erminia, | | Wi 
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Bhat languiſhment appear d upon her Eyes, ; 


Which never were remoy'd from thy lov'd Face, 
Thro which her melting Soul in drops diſtill'd, 
Wis if ſhe meant to waſh. away thy Sin, 
Jn giving up that Right belong'd to her, 
Thou hadſt without my aid found out this truth: 
JJ! veer compoſure dwelt upon her looks, 
Ire Infants who are ſmiling whilſt they die; 
Nor knew ſhe that ſhe wept, ſo unconcern'd 
Ind freely did her Soul a paſſage find; 
Ivhilſt I tranſported had almoſt forgot 
Irbe Reyerence due t' her ſacred ſelf and Place, 
Ind every moment ready was to kneel, 
ad with my lips gather the precious drops, 
nnd rob the Holy Temple of a Relick, 
In only there d' inbabit. 
Alcip. I never thought thou' dſt had thisSoftneſs in thee ; 
now cam'ſt thou, Friend, to hide all this from me ? 
3 P:{. My Lord; I knew not that L Was a Lover; 
felt no flame, but a religious Ardour, 
FJ That did inſpire my Soul wich adoration; 
Ind fo remote I-was from ought but ſuch, 
IIknew not Hope, nor what it was to wiſh 
For other bleſſings than to gaze upon her: 
Like Heaven I. thought ſhe: was to be poſleſs'd, 
IJ Vhere carnal Thoughts can no admittance find; 
And had I not perceiv'd her Love to you, 
had not known the nature of my flame: 
hut then 1 found it out dy Jealouſy, 
And what I took for a Seraphick motion, 
now decline as criminal and earthly. 
Alti, When ſhe can love to a diſcovery, 
It ſhows her Paſſion eminent and high; 
hut I am married—to a Maid that hates me: 
What help for that, Piſaro 2 
And thou haſt ſomething too to ſay of her, 
What was't? for now thou haſt undone me quite. 
3 P:/. I have nougbt to ſay to her diſhonour, Sir, 
But ſomething may be done may give you cauſe 


To ſtand upon your Guatd; 
18 N 4 And 
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And if your Rage do not the maſtery get, 

I cannot doubt but you'll be happy yer. 
Alcip. Without Erminia that can hardly be 

And yet I find a certain ſhame within f 

That will not ſuffer me to ſee the Princeſs ; 

I have a kind of War within my Soul, 

My Love againſt my Glory and my Honour; 

And I could wiſh, ——alas I know not what: 

Prithee inſtruft me. 

Piſ. Sir, take a reſolution to be calm, 

And not like Men in love abandon Reaſon. 

—— You may obſerve the actions of theſe Lovers, 

But be not paſſionate whate'er you find 

That headſtrong Devil will undo us all; 

If you'll be happy, quit its company. 

Alcip. I fain would take thy counſel 


head 
Like Flowers in ſtorms; the Sun will ſhine again. 
Set Galatea's Charms before your Eyes, 
Think of the Glory to divide a Kingdom; 
And do not waſte your noble Youth and Time 
Upon a peeviſh Heart you cannot gain. 7 
This day you muſt to-th* Camp, and in your abſence 
Il take upon me what J fcorn'd laſt night, | 
The Office of a Spy —— 
Believe me, Sir, for by the Gods I ſwear, 
I never wiſh'd the glory of a Conqueſt . . 
With half that zeal as to compoſe ' theſe differences, 


Alcip. I do believe thee, and will tell thee ſomething WF: 


That paſt between the Prince and I laſt night; 


And then thou wilt conciude me truly miſerable. | Zxenn!. ; 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Falatius, Labree, they meet Cleontius, 
Cle. Vour Servant, my Lord, 
— ſo coldly, ſtay - your reaſon, Sir. 


Fal. puts off his Has a little, and paſſes on. 


Fal. How mean you, Sir? | 
Cle. Do you not know me? Fal, 


[ Pauſerh 
Piſ. Come, clear up my Lord, and do not hang be 


1 


* 
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ral. Yes, I have ſeen you, and think you are Cle- 
ontius, 

Servant of the Prince's; wert i 'th' Campagnia oo, * 
I miſtake not. N 

Cle. Can you recal me by no better inſtances * gs 

Fal. What need of any pray ? * 

Cle. I am a Gentleman, 

= #al. Ha, Labree, what means he now? 

i ve I do not queſtion it, Cleontius: 

; Vpat need this odd Punctilio? 


Jl thee to no account, 

IJ cle. That's more than I can ar W to you, Sir. 

Fal. I'll excuſe you for that. 

Cle. But ſhall not need, Sir; ſtay, I have a Siſter,” 

Fal. Oh the Devil, now he begins. 

Cle. A handſome Siſter too, or you deceiy'd her. 

Lab. Bear up, Sir, be not huft. [ Aſide. -- 

Tal. It may be ſo, but is ſhe kind, Cleontius? | 
fal. bears up. 


Cle. What mean you by that word? 
Lab. Again, Sir, here's two to one. Aſide. . 
Tal. Will ſne do reaſon, or ſo ? you underſtand me. 
cle. I underſtand that thou'rt an impudent * 2 
I Vhon: I muſt cudgel into better manners. 
Fal. Pox on't, who bears up now, Labree £ 
Cle. Beat thee till thou confeſs thou art an Aſs, 
lid on thy knees confeſs it to Jjillia, + 
Who after that ſhall ſcorn thee. | 
Lab, Railly with him, Sir, *tis your only way, and pur 
Wi off with a jeſt; for he's in fury, but dares not 125 . 
ih Court, 
Fal. But muſt you needs do this, needs fi gut, Cleontins 2 * 
Cle. Yes, by all means, I find 1 my ſelf inclin'd to't, 
Fal. You ſhall have your deſire, Sir, farewel. 
Cle, When, and where? 
Fal. Faith very ſaddenly, for I think it will not de 
Hard to find men of your trade, | 
Men that will fight as long as you can do, 
ind Men that love it much better than I, 
Men that ate poor and damn d, fine deſperatc Rogues, 
Ns Raicals - 
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Raſcals that for a Pattacoon a Man 
Will fight their Fathers, 
And kiſs their Mothers into peace again: 
Such, Sir, I think will fit you. 
Cle. Abuſive Coward, haft thou no ſenſe of honour ? Þ 
Fal. Senſe of honour! ha, ha, ha, ' Cleontin;, 4 
Enter Aminta and Olinda, ; 
Am. How now, Servant, why ſo :ovial ? ? 
Fal. I was laughing, Madam—at — 
Cle. At © dg; thou thing of nothing = 
Am, Couſin Cleontius, you are angry. 
Cle. Madam, it is unjuſtly then, for Fools | 
Should rather moye the Spleen to Mirth than Anger, 
Am. You've too much wit to take ought ill from him; 
Let's know your quarrel, 
Fal. By Jove, Labree, Tam undone again, 5 


Cle. Madam, it Was 1 | 


Fal. Hold, dear Cleontius, hold, and II do any thine - 
Ly 4 
Cle. Juſt nothing 4 
Fal. He was a little too familiar with me. Ip 
Cle, Madam, my Siſter 1ſiliia— 114. 
Fal. A curſe he will out with it b = 
l aide, pulls him by the Ps J 

Cle. Confeſs ſhe is your Miſtreſs. Lide f 
Fal. I call my Miſtreſs, Madam. 2 
Am. My Conſin Iſillia your Miſtreſs ! ; by 


Upon my word you are a happy Man. 
Fal, By Fove if ſhe be your Coufin, Madam, Ws 


] love her much the better for t. 4 

Am. I am beholden to you, 5 

But then it ſeems I have loft a Lover of you. 4 
Cle. Confeſs ſhe has, or I'll ſo handle you. [Ex. Libre 5 
Fal. That's too much, Cleontius——but 1 will, . 

By Jove, Madam, 1 muſt not have a Miſtreſs that has more 4 

Wit that my ſelf, they ever require more than a Man's 

able to give them, 1 
Oli. Is this your way of Courtſhip to / Nia 2 [Ex, Cle. W} 
. By Jeve, Ladies, you get no more of that from F 


is that has ſpoiled you all; I find Alcander can do 
More 
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ore with a dumb ſhow, than I with all my Application 
| 1nd Addreſs. ren | f 7 
oli. Why, my Brother can ſpeak, _ ; 
Fal, Yes, if any body durſt hear him; by Jove if you 
> Woot kind to him, he'll hector you all; III get the way 
A if mt too, tis the moſt proſperous one: I ſee no other 
Jaſon you have to love Alcandar better than 1. 
An. Why ſhauld you think Ido? 
Fal. Devil, I ſee't well enough by your continual Quar- 
"3: with him. 
Am. Is that ſo certain a proof? * 
Fal. Ever while you live, you treat me too well ever to 
ope. ; r ; 
u; "ME Alcander, kneels, offers his Sword to Am'nta. 
What new Maſquerade's this? by Jaue, Alcander has 
Inore tricks than a dancing Bear. | 
A. What mean you by this preſent ? 
Alcan. Kill me, 
Am. What have you done to merit it? 
Alcan. Do not ask, but do't. | 
Am. I'll have a reaſon firſt. 
Alcan. I think I've kill'd Piſaro. | 
Am, My Brother dead! [ She falls into the arms of Oli. 
Fal. Madam, look up, tis I that call. 
Am. I care not who thou beeſt, but ifa Man, 
I zevenge me on Alcander. [She goes out with Olin. 
Fal. By Fove ſhe has miſtook her Man, This tis to be 
Lover now: a Man's never out of one broil or other; 
but I have more Wit than Aminta this bout, [Offers to go. 
Alcan. Come back and do your duty e er you go. 
| (Pulls him. 


Fal. I owe you much, Alcander. 
Alcan. Aminta ſaid you ſhould reyenge her on me. 
Fal. Her Word's not Law I hope. 
Alcan. And I'll obey. | | 
Fal. That may do much indeed. | ,. þ tl 
WAA 11s [ Fal. anſwers with great ſigus of fear; 
Alcan. This, if thou wert a Man, ſhe bad thee do, 
Why doſt thou ſhake ? DE fi | 
bal. No, no, Sir, Lam not the man ſhe Pte 
| (4. 
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Alcan. No matter, thou wilt ſerve as well, 
A Lover! and canſt diſobey thy Miſtreſs ? 

Fal. I dodiſown her, ſince ſhe is - wicked | 
To bid me kill my Friend. 
Why, thou'rt my Friend, e 3 
Alcan. Vilforgive thee that. 2-74 £71 5 

Fal. So will not his Majeſty: I may de hang'd for t. 
ow Thou ſhouldſt be damn'd e*er diſobey W 
treſs. 

Fal. The ſe be denn of Love I am not yer arriv'd at 
when I am, I ſhall be as ready to be damn'di in honour 
any Lover of you all. { 

Alcan. Ounds, Sir, d'ye railly with me? | 

Fal. Your pardon, fwecP.dleander, 1 pn am nol 
in fo gay an humour. 

Alcan. For well I had forgot my ſelf. [Exp 

Fat. Stark mad, by Jove—yet it may be not, for Ay \ 
cander has many unaccountable humours. . 
Well, if this be agreeable to Aminta, ſhe's een as m- 1 
as be, and 'twere great pity to part them. ; 

Enter Piſaro, Aminta, and Olinda. © : 
Am, Well, bave you 'kill'd him? =” 
Fal. Some wiſer than ſome, Madam, 
My Lord—what alive *-o—_— 
Piſ. Worth two dead men, you fee. ; 
' [Pifaro runs to him, and embraces him. 

Fal. That's more than I could have ſaid within this? 
half hour. Alcander's a very Orlando, by Fove, and 
gone 10 ſeek out one that's madder yet than himſelf that 

will kill him. | 
Am. Oh, dear Falatins, run and fetch him back. 1 
Fal. Madam, I have ſo lately ſcap'd a ſeouring, that 

I wifh you would take it for a mark of my Paſſion to dil-| 

obey you; for he is in a damn'd humour. 

Am. He's out of it by this, I warrant you; 


But do not tell bim that Piſaro lives. 


Fal. That's as I ſhall find occaſion. 

Piſ. Alcander is a worthy Youth and brave, 
I wiſh you would eſteem him ſo ; 
*Tis true, there's now ſome difference | between us, 


Exit Fal. 
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Our Intereſts are diſpos d to ſeveral ways, 
But Time and Management will join us all: 
I' leave you; but prichee make it thy buſineſss 
To get my Pardon for my laſt night's rudeneſs. 
Am, I ſhall not fail... | Exit. 
Re-enter Falatius, with Alcander melancholy, 
Fal. Here, Madam, here he is. 
Am. Tell me, Alcander, why you treat me thus? 
You ſay you love me, if I could believe you. 
Alcan, Believe a Man! away, you have no wit, 
I'll ſay as much to every pretty Woman. 
Am. But I have given you no cauſe to wrong me. 
Alcan. That was my Fate, not Fault, I knew him not: 
But yet to make up my offence to you, 
I offer you my life; for I'm undone, 
If any faults of mine ſhould make yau fad, 
Am, Here, take your Sword again, my Brother's well, 
| She gives him the Sword again, 
Fal. Yes, by Fove, as I am: you had been finely 
ſery'd, if I had kill'd you now. | | 
Am. What ſorry for the news, ha, ba, ba. 
Alcan, No, ſorry ; y'are a Woman, a mere Woman, 
Am. Why did you ever take me for a Man? ha, ha. 
Alcan, Thy Soul, I thought, was all ſo ; but 1 fee 
You haye your weakneſs, can diſſemble too; | 
I would have ſworn that Sorrow in your face 
Had been a real one: | 4 
Nay, you can die in jeſt, you can, falſe Voman: 
I hate thy Sex for this. 
Fal. By Fave there is no truth in them, that's flat. 
| [ She looks ſad. 
Alcan. Why that repentant look ? what new defign } 
Come, now a tear or two to ſecond that, 
And I am ſoft again, a very Aſs. 
But yet that Look would call a Saint from th' Altar, 
And make him quite forget his Ceremony, 
Or take thee for his Deity : | | 
hut yet thou haſt a very Hell within, 
Which thoſe bewitching Eyes draw Souls into. 
Fal. Here's he that fits you, Ladies. 
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| But as you move, my Soul yields that way too. 


Fal. The truth on't is, ſhe has a ſtrong magnetick Po- 


Alcan, But J would have none find it but myſelf, 
No Soal but mine ſhall ſympathize with hers. | 
Fal. Nay, thatyou cannot help. N 


Alcan. Yes but I can, and take it from thee, if 1 


thought it did ſo. 
Ol. No quarrels here, I pray. 
Fal. Madam, I owe a Reverence to the Place. 
Alcan, III ſcarce allow thee that; 
Madam, I'll leave you to your Lover. 
Am. I hate thee but for ſaying ſo, 
Alcan. Quit him then. | 


Am. So I can and thee too. [ Offers to go out. 


Alcan. The Devil take me if you eſcape me ſo. 


[Goes after her, 


Eil. And 1'll not be out · done in importunity 


| [Goes after, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Galatea and Erminia, 
Er. And *tis an act below my Quality, 
Which, Madam, will not ſuffer me to fly. 
Gal. Erminia, e ſ er you boaſt of what you are, 
Since you're ſo bigh III tell you what you are: 
Your Father was our General *tis true, 
That Title juſtly to his Sword was due 
*Twas nobly gain'd, and worth his Blood and Toils, 
Had he been ſatisfied with noble Spoils : 
But with that. fingle honour not content, 
He needs muſt undermine the Government ; 
And *cauſe he had gain'd the Army to his ſide, 
Believ'd his Treaſon muſt be juſtity'd. © 
For this (and juſtly) be was baniſhed ; 
Where whilſt a low and unknown Jife he led, 


Am. Nay, now y'are too unjuſt, and I will leave you, 
| | | [ Holds her, 
Alcan. Ah, do not go, I know not by what Magick, 
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Far from the hope and glory of à Throne, 
In a poor humble Cottage you were born; 
Your early Beauty did it ſelf diſplay, 
Nor could no more conceal it ſelf than Day: 
Your Eyes did firſt Philander's Soul _ 
And Fortune roo conform d her to his fire. 
That made your Father greater than before, 
And what he juſtly loft that did reſtore, 
'T was that which firſt thy Beauty did diſcloſe, 
Which elfe had wither'd like an unſeen Roſe 3 - 
*Twas that which brought. thee to the Court, there 
Diſpos'd thee next my ſelf, th” higheſt Sphere: 
Alas obſcurely elſe thon'dft HY d and died, 
Not knowing thy own Charms, nor yet this Pride. 
Er, Madam, in this your Bounty is ſevere, 
Be pleas'd to ſpare that repetition here, 
1 hope no Action of my Life ſhould be 
So rude to * your J—_ : 
But, Madam, do you think it juft to pay 6 
Your great Obligements by fo falſe a way ? 
Alcippus* Paſſion merits ſome return, 
And ſbould that prove but an ingrateful ſcorn 7 
Alas I am his Wife; to diſobey, 
My Fame as well as Duty I betray, 
Gal. Perfidious Maid, I might have thought thou dſt 
rove 
Falſe io thy Prince, and Riyal in my Love. 
J thought too juſtly he that conquer d me 
Had a ſufficient power to captive thee ; | 
Thou'ſt now reveng'd thy Father's ſhame and thine, 
In taking thus Philander's Lite and mine. [Er. beeps, 
Er. Ah Madam, that you would believe my tears, 
Or from my Vows but Aceh your Fears. 
By all the Gods, Alcippus 1 do hate, x 
And would do any thing to change my fate; 
Ought that were juſt and noble I dare do 
Gal. Enough, Erminia, I muſt credit you, 
And will no other proof of it require, 
But that you'll now ſubmit to my defire ; 
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Indeed, Erminia, you muſt grant my ſuit, '  , _ 
| Where Love and Honour calls, make no diſpute. 
Pity a Youth that never lov'd before, EW, SEPA 
Remember tis a Prince that does adorez.  ., _ 
Who offers up, a Heart that never found gd 
It could receive, till from your Eyes, a wound. 
Er. To your command ſhould I ſubmit to yield, 
Where could 1 from Alcippus be conceal'd ? | 
What could defend me from his jealous Rage? 
Er. Aud then my Honour by that flight's o'erthrown,. 
Gal. That being Philander's, he'll preſerve his own; 
And that Erminia. ſure will neger diffruſt 1 
Er. Ah Madam, give me leave to fear the worſt. 
e : 7; 
Am. Madam, Alcippus waits for your Commands, 
He's going to the Camp. | 
Gal. Admit him. | 
Enter Alcippus and Piſato. 
Gal. Alcippus, tis too ſoon to leave Erminia. 
Alcip. 1 wiſh ſhe thought ſo, Madam, 
Or could believe with what regret I do ſo; 
She then would think my faults were much too. ſmall 
For ſuch a Penance as my Soul muſt ſuffer, 
Am. No matter, Sir, you have the Year before you, 
Alcip. Yes, Madam, ſo has every Galley Slave, 
That knows his Toil, but not his Recompence ; 
To morrow I expect no more content, 
Than this uneaſy Day afforded me; 
And all before me is but one grand piece 
Of endleſs Grief and Madneſs: 
Lou, Madam, taught Erminia to be cruel, 
A Vice without your aid ſhe-could have learnt ;_ 
And now to exerciſe that new taught Art, 
She tries the whole experience on my Heart. 
Gal. If ſhe do ſo, ſhe learnt it not of me, 
I love, and therefore know no Cruelt /: 
Such outrage cannot well with Love reſide, 
Which only is the mean effect of Pride ; | 


« 
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I merit better thoughts from you, Alcippus. 

Alcip. Pardon me, Madam, if my Paſſion ſtray 
Beyond the limits of my high reſpect; [He Eneels. 
—Tis a rude guſt, and merits your reproaches : 

But yet the ſaucy Flame can ne'er controul 

That Adoration which I owe my Princeſs; 

That, wüh Religion, took poſſeſſion here, 

And in my Prayers I mix with you the Deities. 

Gal. Tad rather you ſhould treat meas a Mortal, 

Riſe and begin to do ſo. + [ Riſes and bows, 
Alcip. Now, Madam, what muſt I expect from you? 
Er, Alcippus, all that's to your Virtue due. 

Alcip. In that but common Juſtice you allow, 

Er, That Juſtice, Sir, is all I can beſtow, 

Alcip. 1n juſtice then you ought to me reſign, 

That which the Holy Prieſt intitled mine ; 

Yet that, without your Heart, I do deſpiſe, 

For uncompell'd I'd baye that ſacrifice : 

Come eaſe me of that Pain that preſſes here, 

Give me but Hope that may ſecure my Fear, 

I'm not aſham'd to own my Soul pofleſt 

With Jealouſy, that takes away my reft, pa 

—Tell me you'll love, or that my Suit is yain, 

Do any think to eaſe me of my pain. | 

Gods, Madam, why do you keep me in ſuſpence ? 

This cannot be the effects of Innocence; 

By Heaven I'll know the cauſe, where e er it lies, 

Nor ſhall you fool me with your feign'd diſguiſe, 

Piſ. You do forget your promiſe, and this Preſence. 

1 [Aſide to Alcip. 

Alcip. Twas kindly urg'd, prithee be near me ſtill, 
And tell me of the faults that look unmanly. 

Cal. Dear, if thou lov'ſt me, flatter him a little. 

[To Er. aſide . 

Er. *Tis hard to do, yet I will try it, Madam. 

Gal, I'll leave you, that you may the better do ſo, 

I hope, Alcippus, you'll reviſit us 

With Lover's ſpeed; | 

And whatſoever treatmont now you find, 


At 


1 
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At your return you'll find us much more kind. 1 
[He bows, ſhe goes out. But 

Aleip. Can you forgive the raſhneſs of a Man, W. 
That knows no other Laws but thoſe of Paſſion 2 | 

Er. "ou are — _ I do not, Sir; : 
—Yes, am grown ſo foftned by m > 
That I'm afraid 7 ſhal neglect ng * 4 
And to return your Paſſion, grow ingrate. 

Alcip. A few more ſyllables expreſs'd like theſe, 
Will raiſe-my Soul up to the worſt extreme, 
And give me with your Scorn an equal torment, 


Er. See what power your language has upon me. 3 


Alcip. Ah, do not weep, a tear or two's enough 
For the Completion of your Cruelty, | 

That when it faiPd to exerciſe your will, 

Sent thoſe more powerful Weapons from your Eyes, 
And what by your ſeverity you miſt of, 

Theſe (but a more obliging way) perform. 


Gently, Ermivia, pour the Balſam ih, = 
That 1 may live, and taſte the ſxeets of Loves _ 
Ah ſhould you ſtill continue, as you arc, © [A! 
Thus wondrous good, thus excellently fair, =_ . 
I ſhould retain my growing name in War, - 
And all the Glories: 1 have ventur'd for, + I Di 
And fight for Crowns to recompenſe thy Bounty, Ma 
—— This can your Smiles; but when thoſe Beams are 
clouded, : 
Alas, I freeze to very Cowardice, „ 
And have not Courage left to kill my ſelf, 1 
Er. A Fate more glorious does that Life e Ma 
And does preſerve you for a nobler end. Ha 
Alcip. Erminia, do not ſooth my eaſy Heart, = Te 
For thou my Fate, and thou my Fortune art; An 
Whatever other bleſſings Heaven deſign, Tb 
Without my dear Erminia, Fil decline. 1 
Vet, Madam, let me hope before I go, A! 
In pity that you ought to let me do: V 
*Tis all on ſhall allow m* impatient beart. I Tt 


= 
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Er. That's what againſt my will I muſt impart : 
But wiſh it pleaſe the Gods, when next we meet, 
We might as Friends, and not as Lovers greet, | Exeunt. 


— — 
— * 


AC T IV. SCENE I 


: Enter Galatea and Aminta, met by Philander and Alcander. 


O haſty, 'Siſter! 
Gal, Brother, I am glad to meet you. 


Aminta has ſome welcome News for you. 


Am. My Lord ! 


IJ Erminia yet is hardly brought to yield; 
She wants but ſome encouragement from you, 
That may aſſiſt her weakneſs to ſubdue, 
And 'twas but faintly ſhe deny id to ſee you. 


Phi. However, I will venture, 

She can but chide, and that will ſoon be paſt: 
A Lover's Anger is not long to laſt. 

Am. Iſillia I have won to give you entrance. 

Phi. Love furniſn me with — 2 6 
Direct my Tongue, that my diſorder'd Senſe N 
May 1 my Paſſion more than Eloquence. Aſide. 

Gal. But is Alsippus gone? 

Alcan. Madam, an hour ſince. 

Phi. Tis well; and' Siſter, 

Whilſt I perſuade” Erminia to this flight, 

Make it your buſineſs'to perſuade the King, 

Hang on his neck, and kiſs his willing cheek : 

Tell him how much you love him, and then ſmile, 
And mingle Words with Kiſſes; twill o'ercome him 
Thou haſt a thouſand pretty Flatteries, 

Which have appeas' d his higheſt fits of Paſſion ; 

A Song from thee has won him to that reſt, 

Which neither Toil nor Silence could difpoſe him to. 
Thou know'ſt thy power, and now or never uſe it. 


Gal, Twas thither I was going. F ” 
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Phi. May'ſt thou be proſperous. 


Am. What now, Alcander ? 
Alcan. As *twas, Aminta. 
Am. How's that? f 
Alcan. Such a diſtracted Lover as you left me. 
Am. Such as J found you too, I fear, Aleander. 
Alcan. Ah, Madam, do not wrong me ſo; 
Till now I never knew the joys and ſorrows 
That do attend a Soul in love like mine: 
My Paſſion only fits the Object now; 
J hate to tell you ſo, tis a poor low means 
To gain a Miſtreſs by, of ſo much wit: 
Aminta, you'te above that common rats _ 
Of being won. 0. 
Mean Beauties ſhould be flatter'd into praiſe, 
Whilſt you need only Sighs from every Lover, 
To tell you who you conquer, and not how, 
Nor to inſtruct you what attracts you have. 
Am. This will not ſerve to convince . 
But you have loy'd beſore. 
Alcan. And will you never quit that error, Madam? 
Am. *Tis what I've reaſon to believe, Alcander, 
And you can give me none for loving me: 
I'm much unlike Lucinda whom you ſigh'd for, 
I'm not ſo coy, nor ſo reſery'd as ſhe ; 
Nor ſo deſigning as Florana your next Saint, TY 
Who ſtarv' 4 you up wich hope, till you grew weary: $14 
And then Ardelia did reſtore that loſs, 
The little ſoft Ardelia, kind and fair too... 


1 


Alcan. You think you're ee winx ,. . 


minta, 
But hang me if you be. 

Am. Indeed Alcander, no tis ſimple truth: 
Then for your bouncing Miſtreſs, long Brunetta, 
O that majeſtick Garb, *tis ſtrangely raking, 

Thar ſcornful Look, and Eyes that ſtrike all dead 
That ſtand beneath them. 
Alcander, 1 haye none of all theſe Charms: 


But well, you fa | e; could you be 
you ſay you oye m z 7 ll 


ne Phi, and Gal. 
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Companion. 
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Content to diſmiſs theſe petty ſharers in your Heart, 

And give it all to me; on theſe conditions | 

may do much. „ ieee | 
Alcan. Aminta, more perhaps than I may like, 
Am. Do not fear that, Alcander. | 
Alcan. Your Jealouſy incourages that Fear. 
Am, If I be ſo, Pm the fitter for your humour. 


Alcan. That's another reaſon for my fears; chat ill- 


Luck owes us a ſpite, and will be ſure to pay us with 
loving one another, a thought I dread. | Farewel, 4. 


minta ; when I can per looſe: from: Ardelia, I may 
| then your own Pride be your 
ö [ Holds him. 

Am. Nay, you ſhall not go, Alcander. 


Alcan, Fy on't, thoſe Looks haye loſt their wonted 
Force, 


I knew you'd call me back to ſmile upon me, 


And then you have me ſure; no, no, Aminta, 
I'll no more of that. Goes out. 
Am. I have too much betray d my Paſſion for him, 
- muſt recal it, if I can 1 muſt: 
I will—for ſhould I yield, my power's o'erthrown, 
And what's a Woman when that glory's gone? 
b [ Exennt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Alcippus and Piſaro. 
Piſ. You ſeem'd then to be pleas'd with what ſhe ſaid. 
Alcip. And then methought I was ſo, 
But yet even then I fear'd ſhe did diſſemble. 
— Gods, what's a Man poſſeſt with Jealouſy ? 
Piſ. A ſtrange wild thing, a Lover without reaſon ; 
I once have prov'd the torture on't, 
But as unlike to thine as good from evil; 
Like fire in Limbecks, mine was ſoft and gentle, 
Infuſing kindly heat, till it diſtill'd 
The ſpirits of the Soul out at my Eyes, 
And ſo it ended, 
But thine's a raging Fire, which neyer ceaſes | 
Ti!l 
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Till it has quite deſtroy d the goodly Edifice 
Where it falt ock beginning. 
Faith ſtrive, Sir, to ſuppreſs it. | 
Alcip. No, I'll Jet it run to its extent 
And ſee what then twill do. | , 
Perhaps 'twill make me mad, or end my life, 
Either of which will eaſe me. 
Piſ. Neither of theſe, Alcippus; 
It will unman you, make you too deſpisd; 
And thoſe that now admire will pity you. 
Alcip. What wouldſt thou have me do ? 
Am I not ty'd a Slave to follow Love, 
Whilſt at my back Freedom and Honour waits, 
And I have loſt the power to welcome them ? 
Like thoſe who meet a Devil in the night, 
And all afrighted gaze upon the Fury, 
But dare not turn their backs to what they ſear, 
Tho ſafety lie behind them. | 
Alas! I would as willingly as thoſe 
Fly from this Devil, Love. {14 | 
Pif, You may, like thoſe afrighted, by degrees 
Allay your ſenſe of terror in the Object, 
And then its Power will leſſen with your Fear, 
And *ewill be eaſy to forgo the Fantaſm. | . 
Alcip. No, then like the damn'd Ghoſt it follows me. 
Phi. Let Reaſon then approach it, and examine it. 
Alcip. Love is a ſurly and a lawleſs Devil, 
And will not anſwer Reaſon. 
I muſt encounter it ſome other way, 
For I will lay the Fiend. | 
Piſ. What would you have, Alcippus 2? 
Alcip. I'd have fair play, Piſaro. 
II find the cheat, and will not to the Camp; = A 
Thou ſhalt ſupply my place, and FI! return: == 
The Night grows on, and ſomething will be done 
That L muſt be acquainted with. 
Piſ. Pardon me, Sir, if —_— here ; 
J find you're growing up to Jealouhes, 
Which I'll not truſt alone with you. 
Alcip,. Thou know'ſt perhaps of ſomething worthy it 
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Piſs I muſt confeſs, your Paſſions give me cauſe, 
If I had any Secrets, to conceal them; | 
But *tis no time nor place to make diſputes in: 
Will you to Horſe? ; T Q 
Alcip, Will you not think fit I ſhould return then? | 
I can be calm. | | 1 
Piſ. What is't you mean by this return, Aleippus 2 il 
Alcip. To ſee Erminia, is not thatienough - | 
To one in love, as I am? | | 
Piſ. But, Sir, ſuppoſe you find Philander there? = | 
Alcip. Then I ſuppoſe I ſhall not much approve on't, | 
Piſ. You would be at your laſt night's rage again, 
Alcippus, this will ruin you for ever, 
Nor is it all the Power you think you have 
Can ſave you, if he once be diſoblig c. 
Believe me *twas the Princeſs paſſion for you 
Made up that breach laſt night. | 
Alcip. All this 1 know as well as you, Piſaro, 
But will not be abus'd ; alas, I'mloſt ; 
Could I recal theſe two laſt days are paſt, 
Ah I ſhould be my ſelf again, Piſaro. 
I would' refuſe theſe Fetters which J wear, 
And be a Slave to nothing but to Glory. 
Piſ. That were a Reſolution worthy of you. 
hut come 'tis late, what you reſolve conclude. 
Alcip. I am reſolv'd I will not to the Camp, 
A ſecret inclination does perſuade me 
To viſit my Erminia to night, 
Piſ. Comes it from Love or Jealouſy ? 
_— The firſt, good faith, Piſaro; thou' rt ſo fear- 
ul. — 
You ſhall to th* Camp before, 
And I'll be with you early in the Morning. 
Piſ. Give me your hand, and promiſe to be calm. 
Alcip. By all our Friendſhips, as the Weſtern Winds, 
i Gives his hand. 
Nothing that's done ſhall e'er inrage me more, 
Honour's the Miſtreſs I'll henceforth adore. { Exit, 
Piſ. I will not truſt you tho, ¶ Goes out another way. 
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Turns to a ſtrange diſorder'd Rapture in me. 


SCEN E III. The Court Gallery 


Enter Philander and Alcander ; in their Clokes muffied 
as in the dark. 
[Calls at the lodgings of Erminia, 


Ale Jillia. 

Jil. Who's there? 

Alcan. A Friend. 

Iſil. My Lord Alcander ? 

Alcan. The ſam. 

Iſil. Where's the Prince? 

Phi, Here, Iſillia. 

Iſil. Give me your hand, my Lord, and | follow me. 

Phi. To ſuch a Heaven as thou conduct ſt me to, 
Tho thou ſnouldſt trayerſe Hell, I'd follow thee. 

Alcan. You'll come back in charity, 1fill;a ? 

Iſil. Yes, if I * truſt you alone with me. 4 

| [They go all i in. | 


SCENE Iv. 


Draws off, 33 Erminia in an undreſi, ſitting; to | 

her Philander, who falls at her feet, on his knees. 

x 70 Mͤy Lord the Prince, what makes your TN 
re? 

Phi. Erminia, why do you ask that needleſs queſtion } ; 
*Twas Love, Love that's unſatisfied, which brought me 
hither, [ Kneel;, 

Er. Riſe, Sir, this poſture would become me better. 

Phi. Permit me, dear Erminia . to remain thus, 
*Tis only by theſe ſigns I can expreſs 
What my Confuſion will not let me utter, 

I know not what ſtrange power thou-bear'ſt about thee, 
But at thy ſight or touch my Senſe forſakes me, 
And that, withal I had deſign'd to ſay, 


| 


= —— Ob Erminia 
Er. How do you, Sir ? 
Phi. I am not well; 


Too ſuddenly I paſs from one extreme 
| 10 


.* 
” 


To 
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Wo this of Joy, more inſupportable: 


bit 1 ſhall re-aſſume my health anon, 
nd tell thee all my ſtory, x. 
Er. Dear Sir, retire into this inner room, 
ind there repoſe awhile ; om 
las, I ſee diſorder in your Face. 
Phi. This confidence of me, is generous in thee, 
.. » [They go into the Scene. which draws over, 


SCENE V. The Court Gallery, | 


Enter Alcippus. 
Alcip. The Night is calm and ſilent as my Thoughts, 
Vhere nothing now but Love's ſoft whiſpers dwell; 
Who in as gentle terms upbraids my Rage, 
Which ſtrove to diſpoſſeſs the Monarch thence: 


J' :<11s me how diſhoneſt all my Fears are, 


ind how ungrateful all my Jealouſies ; 
ind prettily perſuades thoſe Infidels 
To be leſs rude and mutino is hereafter. 


Inh that I could remain in tis ſame tate, 
Ind be contented with this Monarchy : 


| would, if my wild multitude of Paſſions 
Could be appeas'd with it; but they're for Liberty, 


Nad nothing but a Common-wealth within 
IV ill ſatisfy their appetite of Freedom. 4 
pride, Honour, Glory, and Ambition ſtrive 


How to expel this Tyrant from my Soul, 
But all too weak, tho Reaſon ſhould aſſiſt them, 
He knocks, Alcander looks out at the door. 
Alcan. Who's there ? -þ | 
Alcip. A Friend, 
Iſil. Oh Heavens! it is my Lord Alcippus voice. 
Alcan. Peace, Iſillia. 8 
Alcip. 1 hear a Man within —open the door. 
Now, Love, defend thy Intereſt, or my Jealouſy y 
Will grow the mightier Devil of the two elſe. 
"i [Alc. comes out. 


Who's this? one muffled in a Cloke ? 
What art thou, who at this dead time of Night 
V 01, III. O Haſt 
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-Haſt taken poſſeſſion here? FX 1 


Speak, or I'll kill thee,. ft 
Alcan. This were an opportunity indeed 


To do my Prince a ſervice, but 1 dare not. 15 
Alcip. What dareſt not do? 0 
Alcan. Not kill thee, | 
Alcan. Is that thy buſineſs then? have at thee, Slave 

III ſpoil your keeping doors. [Runs as * 3 

[ They fight, and grapling Alcander gets th co 
Sara of Alcippus. r 

Aleip. He'as got my Sword, however, 1'll loſe ne 3 
time: 

It way be *ris- bis office to ene me. Ie goes in 
Alcan. I'm wounded, yet I will not leave himſo; | 

There may be Miſchief in him, tho unarm'd. [Goes in 

SCENE VI. 4 Bed chamber. Ry 
Diſcovers Erminia, Philander ſuting on the Bed, to then Ne 
Iſillia, a Sword and Hat on the Table. | w 

Iſil. Ah, Madam, Alcippur, 0 W 1; 
Er, Alcippus, where ? | 2 
Iſil ] left bim in a quarrel with Alcander, H: 

And hear him coming up. He 
Er. For Heaven's fake, Sir, ſubmit to be conceal'd, 

Phi. Nat for the world, Erminia, Tt 

My Innocence ſhall be my guard and thine. Ar 
Er. Upon my knees I beg _ be conceal'd, f Th 

[4 not 

He comes; Philander, for my fafery go. 18 
Phi. 1 never did obey with more regret. 

(He bides himſelf behind the Bed, and in haſte leave Ar 
his Sword and Hat on the Table ; Alcippus comes in 
Alcip. How now, Erminia'? Zu 

How comes it you are up ſo late? Ar 
Er. I found my felt not much inclin'd-to Nleep; Yo 

J hope tis no offence, Bu 

Why do you look ſo wildly round about you? Is 
; _ Methinks, —_ you are much cue d. T} 


E 


the Jealous Bridegroom. 315 
Fr. Alas you cannot blame me; | | 
lia tells me you were much inrag d 
Againſt a Lover ſhe was entertaining. 'y 
Alcan. A Lover was that a time for Courtſhip? 
Such Actions, Madam, will reflect on you. 
[Ifillia goes to rake the Hat and Sword and ſlide 
into her lap, which he ſees, calls to her. 
What have you there, Jſillia? 
124 Come back, and let me ſee what tis. 
1 SEES. [ He take: them from her, 
J —ha—a Sword and Hat—Erminia, whoſe be theſe ? 
Er. Why do you ack—— 
Alcip. To be inform'd, is that ſo great a wonder ? 
Er, They be my Father's, Sir 
Alcip. Was that well ſaid, Erminia 2—-ſpeak again. 
Er. What is't you would know? i 
Alcip. The truth, Erminia, would become you beſt, 
J Do you think I take theſe things to be your Fathers? 
No, treacherous Woman, I have ſeen this Sword, 
N 3 Draws the Sword. 
Worn by a Man more vigorous than thy Father, | 
It had not elſe been here. 
— Where have you hid this mighty Man of yalour ? 
Have you exhauſted ſo his ſtock of Courage, 
He has not any left & appear withal ? | 
. Phi. Yes, baſe Alcippus, I have ſtill that Courage, 
Th' effects of which thou haſt beheld with wonder; 
And now being foitihed by Innocence, 
Thou't find ſufficient to chaſtiſe thy boldneſs ; 
Reſtore my Sword, and prove the truth of this. 
Alcip. I've hardly ſo much Calmneſs left to anſwer - 
thee ; 
Vi And tell thee, Prince, thou art deceiy'd in me, 
5103 know :tis juſt 1 ſhould reſtore thy Sword, 
zut thou haſt ſhow'd the baſeſt of thy play, 
And I'll return th' uncivil Treachery ; 
You merit Death for this baſe Injury. 
But you're my Prince, and that 1 own you ſo, 
Is all remains in me of Senſe or Juſtice ; 
The reſt is Rage, which if thou gett'ſt not hence 
. N 


— 
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Will eat up that ſmall morſel too of Reaſon : ' MW 
And leaye me nothing to preſerve thy life with. 
| Phi. Gods, am 1 tame, and hear the Traytor braye if 
me: [Offers to run i 
I haye reſentment left, tho 2 F | 
Alcip. Stand off, by all me good I'll kill thee elſe, | 
. Er. puts her ſelf between, 
Er. Ah hold, Sir, hold, the Prince has 8 
And you are more than arm'd; [To Alcip, 14 
What honour is't to let him murder you? ¶ To the Prince. 
Nor would your Fame be leſſen'd by retreat, 
Phi. kias, I dare not leave thee here with him. 
Er. Truſt me, Sir, I can make him calm again, 
Alcip. She counſels well, and I adviſe you take it. 
Phi. I will, but not for fear of thee or Death, 
But from th? aſſurance that her Power's ſufficient 
To allay this unbecoming Fury in thee, 
And bring thee to repentance, -. _ 
[He gives him his Sword; Philander goes out, 
Alcippus locks the door after him, 
Er. Alcippus, what do you mean? 
Alcip. To know where 'was you learn'd this Impudence? Þ 
W hich you're too cunning in, 1 
Not to have been a ſtale practitioner. 
Er. Alas, what will you do? r 
Alcip. Preſerve thy Soul, if thou haſt any ſenſe. 
Of future Joys, after this vile damn'd Action. 
Er. Ah, what have I done? . 
Alcip, That which if I ſhould let thee live, Erminia, 
W ould never ſuffer thee to look abroad again. 
»—Thou'ſt made thy ſelf and me—— 
Oh, I dare not name the Monſters .— | 
But I'll deſtray them while the Gods look down, 
And ſmile upon my Juſtice, int 
| [He ſtrangles her with a Garter, which he 
ſaatches from his Leg. 
Er, Hold, hold, and hear my Vows of Innocence, 
Alcip. Let me be damn'd as thou art, if I do; 
[Throws her on a Bed, he ſits down in a Chair, 
o now my Heart, 1 have redeem'd thee nobly, 


Ar 
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Sit down and pauſe a while 
But why ſo ſtill and tame, is one poor Murder 
Enough to ſatisfy thy ſtorm of Paſhon ? 
If it were juſt, it ought not here to end 
If not—I've done too much 
One knocks, he riſes after a little pauſe, and 
opens the door; enter Page. | 
Page. My Lord, Piſaro——— | 
Alcip. Piſaro,——Oh that Name has wakened me, 
A Name till now had never Terror in't! : 
I will not ſpeak with him, 
Page. My Lord, he's here. [Page goes out. 
* Enter Piſaro. 
Piſ. Not ſpeak with me! nay then I fear the worſt, 
Alcip. Not for the world, Piſaro 
[ Hides his face with his hand, Piſ. ſees Erminia. 
Piſ. Thy guilt is here too plain, | 


| I need not read it in thy bluſhing face, 
She's dead and pale: Ah, ſweet Erminia / 
ut, 


Alcip. If ſhe be dead, the fitter ſhe's for me, 
She*ll now be coy no more, nor cry I cannot love, 
And frown and bluſh, when I but kiſs her hand: 
Now I ſhall read no terror in her Eyes, 

And what is better yer, ſhall ne'er be jealous. | 

Piſ. Why didſt thou make ſuch haſte to be undone ? 
Had I detain'd thee but an hour longer, 

Thou'dſt been the only bappy of thy Sex. 
I knew thou didſt diſſemble when we parted, 
And therefore durſt not truſt thee with thy Paſſions ; 
I only ſtaid to gather from my Siſter | | 
What news I might concerning your affairs, 
Which I with joy came to impart to you, 
But moſt unfortunately came too late; _ 
Why didft thou yield obedience to that Devil, 
Which urg'd thee to deſtroy this Innocent? 

Alcip. Piſaro, do not err; 
I found the Prince and ſhe alone together, 
He all diſorder'd like a Raviſher, 
Looſe and unbutton'd for the amorous play; 
O that ſke had another Life to loſe ! 

O 3 Pi. 
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Piſ. You wrong ber moſt inhumanly, you do; 

Her Blood, yet ſenſible of the injury, | 

Flows to her face to upbraid thy Cruelty. 


— Where doſt thou mean, bad Man, to bide thy head? 


Vengeance and Juſtice will purſue thee cloſe, | 
And hardly leave thee time br Penitence, 

— W hat will the Princeſs ſay to this return 

You've made to all the offers ſhe has ſent 

This night by Prince Philander 2? 


Alcip. Oh when you name the Princeſs and Philander, 


Such different Paſſions do at once poſſeſs me, 
As ſink my over laden Soul to Hell. 

Alas why do I live? tis Joſing time; 

For what is Death, a pain that's ſooner ended 
Than what I felt from every frown of hers ?, 
—lt was but now that loyely thing bad Life, 

Could ſpeak and weep, and had a thouſand Charms, 
That had oblig'd a Murderer, and Madneſs 't ſelf 
To'ye been her tame Adorers, | 
Yet now ſhould even her beſt belov'd, the Prince, 
With all his Youth, his Beauties and Deſires, 
Fall at her Feet, and tell his tale of Love, 
She hardly would return his amorous Smiles, 
Or pay his meeting Kifles back again z 
Is not that fine, Piſaro? 
Piſ. Sir, *tis no time to talk in, come with me, 
For here's no ſafety for a Murderer. - 
Alcip. I will not go, alas I ſeck no Safety. 
Piſ. 1 will not now diſpute that vain reply, 

But force you to ſecurity. | | 

| [Pifaro draws him out, the Scene cloſes. 


SCENE VII. 

Enſer Philander, Alcander, Galatea, Aminta, and Falatius, 
Fal. Ah fly, Sir, fly from what I have to tell you. 
Alcan, What's the news ? : 

Fal. Ah, Sir, the diſmal'ſt heavy news that e er Was 


told or heard, 1 
Gal. No matter, out With it. 


Fal. 


5 
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Wichout demanding licence, to her Chamber, 


In a gay bumour, but ſtone-dead and cold. 


ethinks—it does —ſupport me—or 1 fall; 
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Fal. Erminia, Madam 

Phi. Erminia, what of her.? 

Fal. Is dead, Sir. 

Alcan. What, haſt thou loſt thy Wits ? 

Fal. I had them not about me at the fight; 
[ elſe had been undone : Alas Waun dead, . 
Murder'd, and dead. 

Alcan. It cannot be, thou ly. 

Fal, By Fove, 1 do not, Sir, I faw her dead: 
Alas, I ran as I was wont to do, 


But found her not as 1 was wont to do, 
[The Women werd, 


Phi. Alcander, am 1 awake 2—or being ſo, 
Doſt not perceive this ſenſeleſs Fleſh of mine 
Hardened into a cold benumbed Statue? 


And ſo——ſhall break to pieces—— - h 
{ Fails into his Arms, He leads bim 048 


Gat. Ah lovely Maid, was this thy deſtiny ? 
Did Heaven create thy Beauties to this end ? 
I muſt diſtruſt their Bounties, who neglected 
The beſt and faireſt of their handy-work 3 
This will incourage Sin, when Innocence 
Muſt periſh. thus, and meet with no defence. 

Enter the King and Orgulius, 

Org. If murder'd Innocence do cry for Juſtice, . 
Can you, great Sir, make a defence againſt it? 

King. 1 think I cannot. 

Org. Sir, as you are pious, as you are my King, 
The Lover and Protector of your People, 

Revenge Erminia's Murder on Alcippus. 

Gal. If e'er my Mother, Sir, were dear to you, 
As from your Tears I gueſt whene'er you nam'd her; 
If the remembrance of thoſe Charms remain, 
Whoſe. weak refemblance you have found in me, 
For which you oft have ſaid you loy'd me dearly , 
Diſpenſe your mercy, and preſerve this Copy, 


Which elſe muſt periſh with th Original, | 
O0 4 Ring. 
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King. Why all this Conjuration, Galatea? 


Gal. To move you, Sir, to ſpare Alcippus Life. Tav 
King. You are unjuſt, if you demand a Life Did 
Muſt fall a Sacrifice to Ermmia's Ghoſt, Mar! 
That is a debt I have ingag'd to pay. And 
Gal, Sir, if that Promiſe. be already paſt, As 
And that your Word be irreyocable, ' 10 
I vow I will not live a moment after: him. And 


King. How, Galatea J I'd rather hop'd you'd join'd 1 ſu 
Your Prayers with bis. | 
Gal. Ah, Sir, the late Petition which I made you 
Might have inform'd you why theſe Knees are bow'd; 

*T was but this night I did confeſs I loy'd him, 
And you would haye allow'd that Paſſion in me 
Had he not been Erminia's: | 8 
And can you queſtion now what this Addreſs meant? 
Org. Remember, Sir, Er minia was my Daughter. 
Gal. And Sir, remember that I am your Daughter. 
Org. And ſhall the Traitor live that murder'd her? 
Sal. And will you by his Death, Sir, murder me? 
In dear Erminia's Death too much is done; | 
If you revenge that Death, tis two for one. 
Org. Ab, Sir, to let him live's unjuſt in you. 
Gal. And killing me, you more injuſtice do. 
Org. Alcippus, Madam, merits all your Love, 
That could ſo cruel to Erminia prove. fl 


Gal. If Lovers could be rul'd by Reaſon's Laws, J nc 
For this complaint on him we'ad had no cauſe. =» th 
*Twas Love that made him this raſh act commit; 01 


Had ſhe been kind, 't had taught him to ſubmir. 

— But might it not your preſent Griefs augment, 

I'd fay that you deſerve this puniſhment, Y a1 

By forcing her to marry with the General ; - 13 

By which you have deſtroy'd PhHilander too, 

And now you would Alcippus Life undo. 
Org. That was a fault of duty to your Majeſty. n 
King. Tho that were honeſt, were not wiſely done; 

For had I known the paſſion of my Son, 

And how eſſential *twas to his content 

1 willingly had granted my conſent; 2 
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Her Worth and Beauty had ſufficient been 


'Tave rais'd her to the Title of a Queen, 


Did not my glorious 3 Gonxal, 
Marry the Daughter of his Admiral ? . 
And I might to my Son have been as kind, 8 
As then my Father did my Grandſire find. 

Org. You once believ'd that 1 had guilty been, 


And had the Puniſhment, but not the Sin; 


I ſuffer'd when *rwas thought I did aſpire, 

And ſhould by this have rais'd my crimes yet higher; 
King. How did Philander take Erminia's death? 
Gal. My own ſurprize and grief was ſo extream, 

I know not what effects it had in him; 

But this account of him, Pmi forc'd to give, 

Since ſhe is dead, I know he cannot live. 

King, I'll know Philander*s fate e'er I proceed; 


And if he die, Alcippus too ſhall bleed. * | Exennt: - 


SCE N E VIII. The Gallery. 


Enter Falatius and Fabree. 
Fal. Wert thou never valiant, Labree? 


La. Yes, Sir, before I ſery'd you, and ſince too: 1 
am provok'd to give you proofs on't ſometimes ; for 


when J am angry I am a very Hector. 
Fal. Ay, the Devil when a body's angry, but that's 


not the Valour in mode ; Men fight now a-days without - 


that, and even embrace whilſt they draw their Swords on 


one another. 
La. Ay, Sir, thoſe are Men that deſpiſe their lives. 


Fal. Why that's it, Labree, that I would learn to do, 
and which 1 fear, nothing but Poverty will make me do; 


Jove defend me from that experiment. 
Enter Erminia veil'd with a thin Taffety, 
La. What's the matter, Sir? Does the fit take you 
now ? 
Fal. Save us; fave us, from the Fiend; - - 
La. A Ghoſt, a Ghoſt ! O, O, O! : 
0 [ They fall ſhaking on thi gronnd 
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ſafety. Ex. 


Fal. Look up, Labree, if thou haſt any of that 
Courage thou ſpakeſt of but now. | 
. I dare not, Sir, experience yours I pray. 
Fal. Alas, alas, I fear we are both rank Cowards. 
La. Riſe, Sir, *tis gone. | 1 
Fal. This was worſe than the fright Alcander put me 
into by much. I [They riſe and go aut. 


SCENE IX. 


Enter Philander and Cleontius. 
Phi, 1 know he's fled to the Camp, 
For there he only can ſecure himſelf, 
Cle. I do not think it, Sir, 

He's too brave to juſtify an Action 
Which was the Outrage only of his Paſſion, 
That ſoon will toil it ſelf into a Calm, 
And then will grow conſiderate again, 
And hate the Raſhneſs it provok'd him to. 
Pz)i. That ſhall not ſerve his turn—go 

Tell bim I'll get his Pardon of the King, 
And ſet him free from other fears of Juſtice, . 
But thoſe which I intend to execute. 
If he be brave, he'll not refuſe this offer; 
If not, I'll do as he has done by me, 


And meet his hated Soul by Treachery. LCleagoes out. | 


—— And then I've nothing more to do but die, 
Ah how agreeable are the thoughts of Death! 
How kindly do they entertain my Soul, 


And tell it pretty tales of Satisfaction in the other world, 


That I ſhall dwell for ever with Erminia? but ſtay, 
That ſacred Spirit yet is unreveng'd, | 
I'll ſend that Traitor's Soul to eternal Night, 
Then mine ſhall take its ſo deſired Flight. {Going oui. 
Enter Erminia, calls him. | 
Er. Return Philander, whither wouldſt thou fly? 
Phi. What Voice is that? 
Turns, ſees her, and is A 
7. 


Er. This was a bappy miſtake, now I may paſs wich! 
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Ep, "Ts I, my Prince, "tis I. 


8 _ Phi. Thou——Gods——what art thou—in that a 
a 
E. A Soul that from Eiyfiuns:made eſcape, . 

IA, ſhe comes towards him, he goes. back ins 
L great amaxe. 
o viſit thee 3 why doſt thou ſteal-away ? 
me 11! not approach thee nearer than I may. 
. Phi. Why do I ſhake——it is Erminia's fo 


And can that Beauty ought that's ill adorn? 
In every part Erminia does appear 
And ſure no Devi can inhabit there. Ws” 
[He comes on and kneels, one knocks, ſe 
ſteals back in at a door. 
Alcan. My Lord the Prince ! 
Phi. Ha—Oh Gods, I charge thee not to yaniſk yet! 
7 I charge thee by thoſe Powers thou doſt obey, 
Not to deprive me of thy bleſſed ſight. 
Er, I will reviſit thee, 
Enter Alcander. 
J Phbz, I'm not content with that. 
— Stay, ſtay, my dear Erminia. 
Alcan. What mean you, Sir? 
He riſes and looks ſtill efriebred. 5 
J Phi, Alcander, look, look, how ſhe glides away, 
Doſt thou not ſee't ? h 
Alcan. Nothing, Sir, not I. 
Phi, No, now ſhe's gone again. 
Alcan, You are Ad d, pray ſit down a while. 
Pz)hi. No, not at all, Alcander; I'm my elf, 
I was not in a Dream, nor in a Paſſion 
When ſhe appear'd, her Face a little pale, 
But elſe my own-Erminia, ſhe her ſelf, 
I mean a thing as like, nay it ſpoke too, 
And I undaunted anſwet*d'it _ 3 
But when you knockt it vaniſht. 
Alcan. *Twas this Aminta would perſuade me ON 
And faith I laught at her, 
And wiſh1 might have leave to do ſo now. 
Phi. You do diſpleaſe me with your Unbelief. 
| A tang. 
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Alcan. Why, Sir, do. you think there can indeed be 


- Ghoſts? ol! $55 HEE Y men mnt DON 3 1 
Phi. Pray do not urge my Senſe to loſe its nature, 
Er. It is Alcander, I may truſt bim too. 
5 sbs peeps in on them, and comes out, 
Phi. Look where ſhe comes again, credit thy Eyes, 
Which did perſuade thee that they ſaw her dead. 
Alcan. By Heaven and ſo they did. 
* [Both ſeem frighted. 


cod is is wondrous ſtrange! yet I can bear 


it, if it were the Devil himſelf in that fair ſnape. 
Phi. And yet thou ſhakeſt. 
Alcan, I do, but know not why. 
Inform us, lovely Spirit, what thou art, 
A God —or Devil; if either, thou art welcome. 
Er, You cannot think, Alcander, there be Ghoſts, 
[She gives her hands to him and Phi. which 
they reſuſe to touch, 
No, give me your hand, and prove mine fleſh and blood, 
— Sir, you were wont to credit what I ſaid, 
And I would ſtill merit that kind opinion. 
Phi. Erminia, Soul of Sweetneſs, is it you ? 
How do you raviſh with exceſs of Joys? 
Er. Softly, dear Sir, do not expreſs that Joy, 
Leſt you deſtroy it by your doing ſo. 
I fly for ſanctuary to your Arms; 
As yet none knows 1 live, but poor Iſillia, 
Who bathing of my cold face with her tears, 
Perceiy'd ſome figns of life, and us'd what means 
Her Love and Duty did inſtruct her in; 
And I in half an hour was ſoreviv'd, 
As I had ſenſe of all was paſt and done ; 
And to prevent a death I yet might fear, 
If mad Alcippus had return'd again, 
Alone 1 came to you, where I could find 
Alone my Safety too. | 
Phi. From Gods and Men, Erminia, thou art ſafe, 
My beft and bleſt Erminia. | 
Er. Sir, in my coming hither I met Aminta, 
Who 1 may fear bas alarm'd all the Court; " 
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She took me for a Ghoſt, and ran away, 
E'er I could undeceiye her. 
— Falatius too, afrighted even to death 
Alcan, Faith that was lucky, Madam, 
Hark, ſome body knocks, you'd beſt retire a little. 
L.'.Teads her into the door, 
Enter Galatea and Aminta lighted. 
Gal. Ah, Brother, there's ſuch news abroad 
Phi. What, dear Siſter, for I am here Confin'd, 
And cannot go to meet it? 
Gal. Erminia's Ghoſt is ſeen, and. I'm ſo frighted=m— 
Phi. You would not fear it tho it ſhould appear. 
Gal. Oh do not fay ſo; | 
For tho the World had nought I held more dear, 


1 would not fee her Ghoſt for all that World. 


Alcan, But, Madam, tis ſo like Erminja=————_— 
Am. Why haye you ſeen it too ? 
Alcan. Yes, Aminta. 
Am, Then there be Ghoſts, Alcander. 
Phi. Aminta, we'll conyince him. 
[Phi, leads out Er. who comes out ſmiling, 
Gal. But how, dear Creature, wert thou thus pre- 
ſerv'd? 
Phi. Another time for that, but now let's think 


[ Aminta embraces hers 
How to preſerve her till, , 
Since all believe her dead, but who are preſent, 
And that they may remain in that bleſt error, 
I will conſuit with you; but you, my deareſt, 
Shall as the Spirit of Erminia act, 


And reap the glory of ſo good a part: 


It will advance the new deſign 1 have; 

And, - Siſter, to your care 

I muſt commit the Treaſure of my Life. 
Gal. It was not kind, ſhe came not firſt to me, 
Er. Madam, I fear'd the ſafety of my Prince, 

And every moment that I found I liy'd, 

Were more tormenting than thoſe of death, 

Till I had undeceiv'd his Apprehenſions. 
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Thou = have come too late elſe. 

Er. But, Sir, pray where's my Marderer ? for vert 
A better name I cannot well afford him. IE 
Sal. All that we. know of him, | 
Piſaro now inform'd me, EY 
Who- came juſt as he thought he had murder'd thee. 
And begg'd he would provide for his own ſafety. 15 
But he who gave him ſober promiſes, | 
No ſooner found. himſelf out of his arms, 
But frantick and ith? dark he got away. | 

| But out o'th* Court he knows he cannot paſs 

At this dead time of night 5 
But he believes he is 'th' Groves or Gardens, 
And thither he is gone to find him out. 

Alcan. This is no place to make a longer ſtay in, 
The King has many Spies about the Prince, 
*T were good you would retire to your Apartment. 

Gal. We'll take your Counſel, Sir. 
— Good night, Brother. N 205 

Phi. Erminia, may thy Dreams be calm and ſweet, 

As thou. haſt made my Soul; 
May nothing of the Crueliy that's paſt, 
Approach thee in a rude uneaſy thought; 
Remember it not ſo much as in thy Prayers, 
Let me alone to thank the Gods for thee, 


To whom that Bleſſing only was ordain'd. 


— 


And when I loſe my Gratitude to Heaven, (\' 
May they deprive me of the Joys they ve given, 
t Exeunt. 


Phi. Twas like thy ſelf, generous and kind, my Dear, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
Enter Galatea, Erminia, Piſaro, Aminta, 


Gal. A ND haft thou found him? Eaſe my miſery, 
Piſ. 1 have, and done as you commanded me. 

I found him fitting by a Fountain fide, * 

Whoſe Tears had power to ſwell the little tide, 

Which from the Marble Statues breaſt ſtill flows: 

As ſilent and as numberleſs were thoſe, 

I laid me down behind a Thicket near, 

Where undiſcover'd 1 could ſee and hear; 

The Moon the Day ſupply'd, and all below 

Inſtructed, even as much as Day could do. 

1 ſaw his poſtures, heard him rave and cry, 

*Twas I that kilPd Erminia, yes twas 7 ; 

Then from his almoſt frantick Head he'd teac 

Whole handfuls of his well-becoming Hair ; 

Thus would he, till his Rage was almoſt ſpent, 

And then in ſofter terms he would lament ; 
N Then ſpeak as if Erminia ſtill did live, 
And that Belief made him forget to grieve. 
— The Marble Statue Venus he miſtobk 
For fair Erminia, and ſuch things he ſpoke, - 
Such unheard paſſionate things, as e en wou'd move 
The marble Statue's ſelf to fall in love; 'S 
He'd kiſs its Breaſt, and ſay ſhe kind was grown, 1 
And never mind, alas, *twas ſenſeleſs Stone; | 
He took its Hand, and to its Mouth had laid it, 
But that it came not, and his ſtay betray'd it ; 
Then would he bluſh, and all aſham'd become, 
His Head declining, for awhile be dumb: | 
His Arms upon his Breaſt acroſs would lay, | 
Then ſenſibly and calmly walk away; | 
And in his walk a thouſand things he ſaid, 
Which I forgot, yet ſomething with me ſtaid; - | 
He did conſult the nature of the Crime, 
And ſtill concluded that 'twas juſt in him; 
He run o'er all hislife, and found no act That 
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That was ungenerous in him, but this fact, 
From which the Juſtice took off the Diſgrace, 
And might even for an act of Virtue paſs; _ 
He did conſult his Gloty and his Pride; 
And whilſt he did ſo, laid his grief aſide; 
hen was as calm as e' er he ſeem'd to be. 
Gal. And all this while did he neꝰ er mention me? 
Piſ. Yes, Madam, and a thouſand things he ſaid, 
By which much Shame and Paſſion he betray' d: 
And then *rwas, Madam, I ſtept in and gave 
Counſels, I thought him fitteſt. to receive; 
1 ſooth'd him up, and told him that the Crime 
I had committed, had the caſe been mine. 
1 all things ſaid that might his Griefs beguile, 
And brought him to the ſweetneſs of a Smile. 
—To all I ſaid he lent a willing ear, 
And my reproaches too at laſt did hear. 
And with this inſenſibly I drew him on, 
And with my flatteries ſo upon him won, 
Such Gentleneſs infus'd into his Breaſt, 
As has diſpos'd his wearied Soul to reſt: 
Sleeping upon a Couch I've left him now, 
And come to render this account to you. [ Bows, 


Gal. Piſaro, twere the office of a Friend, [Bows. | 


And thou'ſt perform'd it to a generous end: 
Go on and proſper in this new deſign, 
And when thou'ſt done, the glory ſhall be thine. ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Draws off, diſcovers Alcippus ring from the Couch. 
Alcip. I cannot ſleep, my Soul is ſo unfurniſh'd 
Of all that Sweetneſs which allow'd it reſt, 

is flown, tis flown, for ever from my breaſt, 

And in its room eternal diſcords dwell, _ | 

Such as outdo the black intrigues of Hell- 155 

— Oh my fortune | | 

 [Weeps, pulling out his handkerchief, drop} a 

Picture with a Glaſs on the reverſe, 
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— What's here? Alas, that which I dare not look on, 
And yet, why ſhould I ſhun that Image here, 
Which I continually about me bear? | 
But why, dear Picture, art thou {till ſo gay, | 
Since ſhe is gone from whom thoſe Charms were bor- 
row'd? | 

Thoſe Eyes that gave this ſpeaking life to thine, 
Thoſe lovely Eyes are clos'd in endleſs darkneſs; 
There's not a Star in all the face of Heayen, 
But now out-ſhines thoſe Suns: 
Suns at Noon-day diſpens'd not kindlier influence. 
And thou bleſt Mirror, that haſt oft beheld | 
That Face, which Nature neyer made a fairer; 
Thou that ſo oft her Beauties back reflected, = 
And made her know what wondrous power there lay | 
In every Feature of that lovely Face. | | | 
But ſhe will ſmile no more! no more! no more! 3 
— Why, who ſhall hinder her? Death, cruel Death, 
—*Twas I that murder'd her | 
Thou lyeſt thou durſt as well be damn'd to touch her, 
She was all ſacred ; and that impious Hand | 
That had profanely touch'd her, 
Had wither'd from the Body. 
I fov'd her. l ador'd her, and could I, 
Could I approach her with unhallowed thoughts ? 
— No, no, I durſt not | 
But as devouteſt Pilgrims do the Shrine. | 
If I had done't, | 
The Gods who take the part of Innocence, | 
Had been reyeng'\de—— * | 
Why did not Thunder ſtrike me in the Action? 
Why, if the Gods be juſt, and 1 had done't, | 
Did they not ſuffer Earth to ſwallow me, : 
Quick quick into her boſom ? 
hut yet I ſay again, it was not 1, 
Let me behold this face, 5 
That durſt appear in ſuch a Villany, [He looks in the glaſs. 
Enter Piſaro, and Erminia dreſt like an Angel with Wings 

Piſ. Look where he is, M 

Er. Alas, I tremble at the ſight of him. x 
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Piſ. Fear nothing, Madam, I'll be near you till. 
Er. Pray ſtay a little longer. 
Alcip.— My Face has Horror in't pale and disfigur'd, 
And lean as Envy's ſelf. | 
My Eyes all bloody. and my banging lids 
Like Midnight's miſchief, hide the guilty Balls, 
And all about me calls me Murderer: 
— Oh horrid Murderer 
That very Sound tears out my hated Soul, 
And to compleat my ruin, 
I'll till behold this face where Murder dwells, 
Ee looks in the glaſs, 'Erminia ſteals behind him, and 
looks into it over his ſhoulder ; he is frighred, © 
Ha what does the Glaſs preſent me? 
What are thou ?——ſpeak—W hat art thou ? 
[Turns by degrees towards it. 
ure I am fixt, what ſhall the Devil fright me? 
—— Me ſhall he fright, 
Who ſtood the Execution of a Murder ? 
——— But tis that Shape, and not thy Nature frights me, 
——— That calls the blood out of my panting Heart, 
That Traytor Heart that did conſpire thy death. 
Er. Sit down and hear me- | 4 
[In a tone like a Spirit, and points 30 4 Chair; ſoft Ma. 
ſuch begins to play, which continues all this Scene. 
To diſobey, thy puniſhment fhall be; | 
To live in endleſs torments, bur neꝰ er die. 
Alcip. Thou threatneſt high, bold Rebel. 
He fits within the Scene, bows. 
Er. Alcippus, tell me what you ſee, 
What is't that 1 appear to be? 
Alcib. My bleſt Erminia deity'd. 
Er. Alcippus, you inform me true ; 
Tam thus deify'd by yon; 
To you I owe this bleſt abode, . 
For I am happy as a God 
Tonly come to tell thee ſo, 
And by that tale to end T5 1 
Know, Mighty Sir, your Foy's begun, 
From what laſt night to me was done; 
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In vain you rave, in vain you Weep, BS 
For what the Gods muſt ever keep; 

In vain you mourn, in vain deplure 

A loſs which tears can nder reſtore. 

The Gods their Mercies will diſpenſe, 

In a more glorious Recompence ; | 

A World of Bleſſings they*ve in ſtore, 

A World of Honours, Vift'ries more 3 

Thou ſhalt the Kingdom's Darling be, | 

And Kings ſhall Homage pay to thee ; * 

Thy Sword no bounds to Conqueſt ſet, 
And thy Succeſs that Sword ſhall whet ; 

Princes thy Chariot-wheel ſhall grace, 

' © Whilſt chou in Triumph bring'ſt home Peace. 
Dis will the Gods; the King yet more 
Mill give thee what thoſe Gods adore; 

And what they did create for thee, 


Alcippus look, for that is ſhe. 


Enter the Princeſs, who goes over the Stage as 4 Spirit, 
3 bows a little to Alcippus, and goes off. a 
Alcip. The Princeſs! | [He offers to riſe, 
Er. Be ſtill; tis ſhe you muſt poſſeſs, 
Ii ſhe muſt make your happineſs ; 

Ii ſhe muſt lead you on to find | 
| Thoſe Bleſſings Heaven has defugn'd : 
'Tis ſhe'll conduct you, where you'll prove 


The perfect Joys of grateful Love. 


Enter Aminta like Glory, Alcander repreſenting Honour. 
1 They paſs over and bow, and go out. 
Glory and Honour wait on her. 
Enter two more repreſenting Mars and Pallas, bow and 
75 O Out. 
Mith Pallas and the God of War, 
Enter Olinda like Fortune, a Page like Cupid, bow and 
I oes out. 9 
Fortune and Love which ne er agree, | 
Do now united bow to thee, © 1 


5 
2 4. x 
— . ⏑ , 


* 
2 — 0 
eee 


— de 


332 The Fort d Marriage; or, 
—Be wiſe, and of their Bounties ſhare 
For if Erminia ſtill was here, 

Still ſubject to the toils of Life, 

- She never could have been thy Wife, 


Who by the Laws of Men and Heaven Ar 
Was to another's boſom given: why wad be: Fo 
we And what Injuſlice thou haſt don W 
Was only to thy Prince alone; n Ha 
But he has mercy, can redeem . | = SU 


Thoſe Ills which thou haſt done to him. 
Bat ſee, they all return again. 


[All the Diſguis'd enter again; and dance, with Love As 
in the midſt, to whom as they dance, they in or- Ol 
der make. an offer of what they carry, which muſt 1 | 
be ſomething to repreſent them by; which Love D 
refuſes with Nods, ſtill pointing to. Alcippus: the ; 
Dance done, they lay them at his feet, or ſeem to 
do ſo, and go out. S | B. 


What think. ſt thou of thy Deſtiny, 
1s*r not agreeable to thee? © | 

Tell me, Alcippus, is' not brave? 

Is it not better than a Grabe? 


Caſt off your Tears, abandon Grief, 81 
And give what you have ſeen belief: I 
Dreſs all your Looks, and be as gay © a TE 14 
As Virgins in the Month of May; A 


Deck up that Face where Sorrow grows, 

And let your Smiles adorn your brows , 

Recal your wonted Sweetneſs home, 

And let your Eyes all Love become 

For what the Gods have wilPd and ſaid, 

Thou haſt no power to evade. 5 

What they decree none can withſtand, 

You muſt obey what they command. i 

| [She goes out, he remains immoveable for a while. 

Enter Pilaro. - . | 

Piſ. How is it man what, ſpeechleſs? 
Alcip, No. 


Piſ. j 
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Piſ. 1 left thee on the Bed, ow = and wwe here? 
Alcip. 1 know not. 
Piſ. Have you ſlept ? 
Alcip, Yes ever ſince you left me; 
And 'twas a kindneſs in thee now to wake me; 
For Sleep had almoſt flatter'd me to Peace, 
Which is a vile injuſtice. 
Hah, Piſaro, 1 had ſuch a Dream, 
Such a fine flattering Dream 
Piſ. How was it pray? 
Alcip, Nay, I will forget it; 
I do not merit ſo much peace of mind, 
As the relation of that Dream will give me: 
Oh *twas ſo perfect, too, 
I hardly can perſuade my ſelf J ſlept ! 
Doſt thou believe there may be Apparitions ? 
Piſ. Doubtleſs, my Lord, there be. 
Alcip. I never could believe it till this hour, 
By Heavens I think I faw them too, Piſaro. 
Piſ. Tis very poſſible you're not deceiy'd. 
Alcip. Erminia's Spirit, in a glorious form. 
Piſ. I do believe you. 
Alcip. Why is't not ſtrange ? | 
Piſ. It would have been, had I not heard indy, 
She has this night appear'd to ſeveral Perſons, 
In ſeveral Shapes; the firſt was to the Prince; 
And ſaid ſo many pretty things for you, 
As has perſuaded him to pardon you. 
Alcip. Oh Gods, what Fortune's mine! 
I do believe the Prince is innocent 
From all that, thou haſt ſaid. 
But yet I wiſh he would diſſ poſe his Bounties 
On. thoſe that would return acknowledgments ; 
I bate he ſhould oblige me, 
Piſ. You are too obſtinate, and muſt ſubmit. 
Alcip. It cannot be, and yet methinks I give 
A ſtrange and ſudden credit to this Spirit, 
It beckon'd me into another room; 
1'll follow it, and know its buſineſs there. [ Aſide. 
- PM Come, Sir, 1 ama kind of Prophet, 
And can interpret Dreams too. We'll 
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Weill walk a while, and ydu ſhall tell me all. 
And then I would adviſe you what to do. Exeunt, 
SCENE m. 
Enter Philander with the King. 
King. Thou ſt ente · tain d me witha pretty Story, 
And call'd up ſo much Nature to thy Cauſe, 
That I am half ſubjected to its LW o: 
I find thy lovely Mother plead within too, 
And bids me put no force upon thy Will, 
Tells me thy Flame ſhould be as unconfin'd 


As that we felt when our two Souls combin'd. 1 1. 
Alas, Philander 1 am old and feeble, 


x 


And cannot long ſuryive; A 
But thou baſt many Ages yet to number | 0 5 
Of Youth and Vigour; and ſhould all be waſted = 
In the Embraces of an unloy'd Maid? N T 
No, my Philander, if that after death | 6 A 
Ougght could remain to me of this World's Joys, 0 
I ſhould remember none with more delight, by 


Than thoſe of having left thee truly happy. EN 
Phi. This Goodneſs, Sir, reſembles that of Heaven. | 
Preſerving what it made, and can be paid 


„ ” 


Only with grateful Praife as we do that. ke 
King, Go, carry on your innocent deſign, _ ] 
And when yqu' ve done, the laft __ ſhall be 1 . Ki 
SCENE OP, ic ks 


I 
Enter Aminta followed by Alcander, Erminia and Galatea 3 | Þ: 
they go out : re-enter Alcander, and ftays Aminta. 

Alcan. Stay, dear Aminta, do not fly fo faſt. ; 

Am. Methinks, Alcanser; you ſhonld ſhun that Maid, 
Of whoſe too much of kindueſs you're afraid. 
AI was not lang ſince you parted in ſuch feud, 
And ſwore my treatment of you was too rude 5 
You vow'd you found no Beauty in my eyes, | 
And can you now purſue what you deſpiſe 2 {Offers to go. 


fe 


wv 
* 
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And ſhall my Youth and Vos be thrown away ? 
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Alcan. Nay, do not leave me yet, for ſtill your Scorn 
Much better than your Abſence may be born. | 

Am. Well, Sir, your buſineſs, tor mine i haſte, 

Alcan. Say, fair Amintay ſhall L never fin 4 
You'll ceaſe this Rigour, and be kind ? 
Will that dear Breaſt no Tenderneſs admit? 
And ſhall the Pain you give no Pity get ? 
Will you be never touch'd with what I fay 2 
You know my Paſſion and my Humour too, 

And how I die, tho do not tell you ſo. | 

Am. What arguments will you produce to proy 
You love? for yet I'll nor believe you love. 

Alcan. Since, fair Aminta, I did thee adore, 

Alas I am not what LI was before: : 
My Thoughts diſorder d from my Heart do break; 
And Sighs deſtroy my Language when J ſpeak. 

My Liberty and my Repoſe I gave, 

To be admitted but your Slave; 

And can you queſtion ſuch a Victory? 

Or muſt I ſuffer more to małe it ſurdꝰ 

It needs not, ſince theſe Languiſnments can be 
Nought but tne Wounds which you alone can cure. 

Am, Alcander, you fo many Vows have paid, 

So many Sighs and Tears to many a Maid, 

That ſhould I credit give to what you fay, 

1 merit. being undone as well as they. GH 
No, no, Alcauder, I' no more of that. 
Alcan. Farewel, Aminta, mayſt thou want a Lover, 
When I ſhall hate both thee and thy whole Sex!; 

I can endure your ſober Cruelty, | 


But do deſpiſe it clad in Jollity, [ Exeunt ſeverally, 
SCENE M 
Diſcovers a Room hung with Black, 4 Hearſe ſtanding 


in it with _— round about it, Alcippus werping 
at it, with Iſillia, and other Women with long black 


Veils round about the Hearſe. 
1/1, 1 humbly beg, my Lord, you would — 1 
f a 61%. 
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mee 242 14 0 
Thou knowſt not what vaſt Treaſure this incloſes, 
This ſacred Pile 3 is there no Sorrow due to it? 
Alas, I bad her not farewel at parting, | 
Nor did receive ſo much as one poor Kiſs. 
— Ah wretched, wretched Man 
| Enter the Prince, 
Alcip. How, the Prince! | 
How ſuddenly my Grief ſubmits to Rage. | 
Phi. Alcippus, why doſt thou gaze thus on me? 
What Horror haye I in my looks that frights thee ? 
Alcip. Why, Sir, what makes you here ? 
I have no more Wives, no more Erminia's; 
Alas ſhe is dead | 
Will you not give her leave to reſt in peace? 
Phi. Is this the Gratitude you pay my Favours, 
That gave ye life, after your wrongs to me? 
But twas my Siſter's Kindneſs that preſerv'd the 
And I prefer'd my Vengeance to the Gods. 
Alcip. Your Siſter is a Saint whom I adore ; 
But I refuſe a Life that comes from you. | 
Jil. What mean you, Sir? 
Alcip. To ſpeak a truth, as dying Men ſhould do. 
Phi. Alcippus, for my Siſter's ſake who loves you, 
Jean bear more than this you know my power, 
And I can make you fear. I fers to go out. 
Alcip. No, Prince, not whilſt I am in love with dying. 
Phi. Your love to that I ſee has made you impudent. 
Jil. The Storm comes on, your Highneſs ſhould a- 
void it. 8 | 
Phi. Let him give place, I'll keep poſſeſſion here. 
Iſil. It is the Prince's pleaſure, Sir, you quit the Pre- 
ſence. | 5 
Alcip. No, this I call my Home; | 
And ſince Erminia's here that does entitle it ſo, 
I will not quit the Preſence. 
Phi. Gave thee a Title to't, Alcippus ? 
Alcip. Me, Philander “ 
[They come to each other's breaſt, and ſo draw. 
Phi. Thee, | N 
Alcip. 


kn fd knd 
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Alcip. Me, what dare you now? N 

Phi. I dare declare that I can hear no more; 

Be witneſs Heaven, how juſtly I'm compell C. 

Alcip. Now, Sir, you are brave and love Erminia too. 

[The Women run all away crying; they draw 
out ſorne one way, and ſome another, leavin 
' ſome their Vails behind thim, ſome half 17 
half on. RAE, | 4 | 
Phi. We are here not ſafe, theſe Women will betray 
us. ; 12 | | | 
Aleip. Sir, tis a work that will ſoon be diſpatcht, 
And this-a place and time moſt proper for't. | 
[ Fal, peeps in and runs away. 
Enter Piſaro, runs berween, 

Piſ. Hold, Sir, are you grown deſperate ? | 
What means your Highneſs ? [To the Prince, 
Alcippus, what is't you deſign in this? 

Alcip. To fight, Piſaro, and be kill'd. | 

Piſ. By Heaven you ſhall not fight, unleſs with me, 
And you have fo anger d me with this raſh action, 

I could almoft proyoke you to it. bs 
Enter Alcander. | 
— ow Sir, that you ſhould thus expoſe your 
- fe f, . . 
The World's great Heir, againſt a deſperate Madman! 
Piſ. Have you forgot your Apparition, Sir? 
Alcip. Oh *twas an idle lying one, Piſaro, 
And came but to intrap me. 
To them Galatea, Aminta and Olinda. 

Gal. Ah, Brother, why ſo cruel to your Siſter? 

Phi. Here, Galatea, puniſh my misfortune, 
For yet I want the will to injure thee. 

Heaven knows what proyocations I receiy'd 
E'er I would draw a Sword on him you lov'd. 

Gal. Unjuſt Alcippus, how doſt thou reward me? 
Alcip. Ah, Madam, I have too much ſhame to liye, 
Had Heaven prefery'd my Innocence intire, * 

That I with confidence might have ador'd you, 
Tho I had been ſucceſsleſs; 
Yet I had liv'd and hop'd, and aim'd to merit you: 

Vo I. III. P 
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But ſince all hopes of that are taken from me, N 
My Life is but too poor a Sacrifice, K T and 
To make atonement for my Sins to you. 
Gal. I will not anſwer thee to what thou haſt ſaid, 
But only beg thou wilt preſerve thy life, 
Without which mine will be of little uſe to me. 
Might I without a fin believe this e 
Sure I ſhould be immortal. 
FTalatio peeps in Again. | 
Fal. I think 1 may venture, the fury is paſt, and the 


great ſhot ſpent, the mad Captain General's wounded ; ſo, 
I hope *twill let out ſome of his hot blood 


Enter the King, Cleontius, and Attendants. 

King. My Love, Alcippus, is delpis'd I ſee, 
And you in lieu. of that return you owe me, 
Endeavour to deſtroy me. 
Is this an Object for, your Rage to work on ? 
Behold him well, Alcippus, tis your Prince. 
W bo dares gaze on him with irreverend Eyes? 
The good he does you ought to adore him for, 


But all his evils tis the Gods, muſt puniſh, 


Who made no Laws for Princes. 
Alcip. Sir, 1 confeſs I'm culpable, 
And were it not a ſin equal to chat, 
To doubt you could forgive me, 
I durſt not hope your mercy after it, 
King. I think with all the Tenderneſs I'm LE of, 
I hardly ſhall be brought to * thee. 
Phi. I humbly beg you will forgive him, Sir, 


I drew him to it againſt his will; 1 forc'd him, 


And gave him language not to be indur „ 
By any gallant man. 
King, Whilſt you intreat for bim, who r for Mol ? 
For you are much the guiltier of the two, 
And need'ſt a greater intereſt to perſuade me. 
Alcip. It were not juſt to contradict my Prince, 
A Prince to whom I've been ſo late a Traitor; - 
But, Sir, tis I alone am criminal, | 
And *twas I, 
J * L thought provok d him to this hazard: 


'Tis 


the | 


lo, 
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*Tis I was rude, impatient, inſolent, | 
Did like a Madman animate his Anger, 
Not like a generous Enemy. | | | 
Sir, when you weigh my Sorrows with this Action, 
You'll find no baſe Deſign, no Villany there; 
But being weary of a Life I hated, 
I- ſtrove to put it off, and miſſing that way 
I come to make an offer of it here. | 

King. If I ſhould take it, *twere no more than juſt; 
Yet once again I will allow it thee, | 
That thou mayſt owe me-for't a ſecond time: 


- 


Manage it better than the laſt I gave— LE x. King. 


Phi. Alcippus, may I credit what thou'ſt ſaid, 
Or do you feign repentance to deceive me ? 
Alcip.--1-never could diſſemble at my beſt, | _ 
And now methinks your Highneſs: ſhould believe me, 
When my deſpairs and little love to liſe 14 
Make me deſpiſe all ways that may preſerve it. | 
Phi. If thou wouldſt have me credit thee, Alcippus, 
Thou ſhouldft not diſeſteem a Life, which ought 
To be preſerv'd, to give a proof that what thou ſay ſt 
Is true, and diſpoſſeſs me of thoſe fears I have, 


That 'tis my Life makes thine diſpleaſing to thee. 5 : 


Alcip. Tis a high proof to give you of my Duty, 
Yet that's mo re eaſe to me than your Unbelief. 
Phi. Let me embrace and thank thee for this goodneſs. 
[ He offers to embrace him, but he is ſhy, and tec: 
a little off. 4k Chant 545k 532% 
Why doſt receive me coldly? I'm in earneſt; 
As I love Honour, and eſteem the generous, 
I--mean thee nothing but « perſect Friendſhip; 
By all my hopes I've no more quarrels to thee, 


All ends in this Embrace, and to confirm it 


I give thee here my Siſter to thy Wife. | 
Alcip. Your Pardon, Sir, > #1 
I muſt refuſe your bounty, till I know | 
By what ſtrange turn of Fate I came thus bleſt.. 
To you my Prince, I've done unheard-of injuries; 


And tho your Mercy do afford me life. 
RL. 3 Wich 
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With this rich preſent too 
Till I could know I might deſerve them both, 
Thar Life will prove a Plague, and this great Gife 
Turn to the torment of it. 
Phi. Alcippus, 'tis not kind to doubt me till, 
Is this a preſent for a Man 1 hate? 
Alcip. *Tis true, Sir, and your bounty does amaze 
me; 
Can 1 receive a bleſſi ing of this magnitude 
With hands, yet bave not waſh'd away the fin 
Of your Erminia's murder? think of that, Sir: 
For tho to me it did appear moſt juſt, 
Yet you muſt hate the Man that has undone you. 
Gal. 1 ſee-· Erminia ſtill uſurps your thoughts, 5 
Altip, 1 muſt confeſs my Soul is ſcarce diverted, 
Of that fond Paſſion which 1 had for her 
But I proteſt before the Gods and you, 
Did ſhe ſtil} live, and I might ſtill poſſeſs her, 
1 would refuſe it, tho 1 were ignorant 
Of what the Gods and your fair ſelf deſign me. ' 
Phi, To doubt thee were a fin below my _— 
And to declare my faith above my fear, 
Behold what I preſent thee with. 
Goes out, and enters again with Erminia. 
Alcip. Ha—Erminia ! [ He looks afrighted, 
— It is the ſame appear'd to me laſt night, 
—And my deluded Fancy 
Would have perſuaded me *twas but a dream. 
Phi. Approach her, Sir, tis no fantaſm. 
Alcip. Tis ſhe her ſelf, Oh Gods, Erminia / 
[She goes a little back, as afraid, he kneels. 
—Ah Madam, do not fear me in this poſture, | 
Which 1 will never quit till you have ende me; 
It was a fault the moſt excuſable, 
That ever wretched Lover did commit; 
And that which hinder'd me from lolo wing thee, 
Was that I could not well repent the Crime; LA 
But like a ſurly Sinner fac'd it out, 


And faid, 1 thought twas juſt, yes, fair Erminia : 1 ä 
TAPES — . , 


Ze 
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Twas all I wiſht, next my Pretenſions here. 
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Hadſt thou been mine, I would ith? face of Heaven, 
Proclaim it juſt and braye revenge : 


But, Madam, you were Wife to my Prince, 


And that was all my ſin : 
Alas, in vain I hop'd for ſomeretura,  /, 
And prew impatient of th' unkind delay, 
And trantickly I then out-run my happineſs, 
Er. Riſe, I forgive thee, from my ſoul I do; 
Mayſt thou be happier 
In thy more glorious Paſſion for the Princeſs, 
And all the Joys thou e' er couldſt hope from me, 
Mayſt thou find there repeated, 
Enter King, Orgulius, and the reſt. 
Org. Firſt, I'll keep my word with thee, 


Receive the welcome preſent which 1 promis'd. 


[Gives him Erminia, ſhe kneels. 

Er. Can you forgive the Griefs I've made you ſuffer ? 

Org. I can forgive, tho *twas not kind l 
To let me Janguifh in a deſperate Error; 
Why was this Bleſſing bid from me alone? 

Er. Ab, Sit, ſo well 1 knew you loy'd Alcippus, 
That had you known it &er the Prince had own'd me, 
I fear you had reſtor d me back again, 

A Sin too great to load your Soul withal. 
Org. My King already has forgiven that Error, 
And now I come to make my Peace with thee, 
And that I may with greateſt ſpeed obtain it, 
—— To you, Sir, I reſign ber with as much Jof, 
[ To He Prince. 


As when they undeceiv'd me 


Of my opinion of her being dead — 
Phi. And I with greater Joy receive your gift. 
AL [ Bows and takes her. 
King. My Lord Alcippus, are you pleas'd with this? 
Alcip. Sir, I am ſo pleas'd, ſo truly pleas'd with it, 
That Heaven, without this Bleſſing on my Prince, 
Had found but little trouble from my thanks, 
For all they bave ſhower'd-on me; p} 7: 


King. 
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King. Then to compleat th happineſs, 
Take Galatea, ſince her Paſſion merits thee, 
As do thy Virtues her. [Gives him Gal. they both bow. 

Er. Sir, I've an humble ſuit t your Majeſty. 

King, Conclude it granted then. 

Er, Falatius, Sir, has long made love t Ilia, 
And now he'as gain'd her Heart, he flights the Conqueſt, 
Yet all the fault he finds is that ſhe's poor, 

King. Iſillia's Beauty can fupply _ want ; 

Falatius, what d'ye ſay to't ? 

Fal. By Fove, Sir, I'll agree to 27 thing; for I 10 
lieve a handſome young Wife at Court may bring a Man 
a greater Fortune than he can in Conſcience deſire. 

[Takes Ifillia, 

Er. Aminta, be pee 294 [Ad- to Am. 

Am. He'd uſe me ſcurvily then. 

Alcan. That's according ** behav' d 122 ſelf, 
Aminta. | 

Am. I ſhould domineer. | 

Alcan. I then ſhould make love elſewhere, 

Am. Well, 1 find we ſhall not agree then, 

Alcan. Faith now we have diſputed a point I never 
thought on before, I would willingly purſue it for the Eu- 
mour on't, not that I think 1 fhall much approve on't, 

Piſ. Give him your hand, Aminta, and conclude, 

*Tis time this haughty humour were ſubdu'd, | 
By your ſubmiſſion, hatſoe er he ſeem, 
In time you'll make the greater Slave of him. 
Am, Well — not from the hope of that, bat from my 
Love, 
His change of humour I'm content to * | 
Here take me, Altander; . 
W hilſt to Inconſtancy I bid adieu, 
J find variety enough in you; [He takes her and bows, 

King. Come my brave Youths, we'll 4 our * 
eee, 

nd when we're weary of the la big 0 
We'll ſearch eg find new 5 2Sapk out, 
And get freſh Appetites to new Delights: 
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It will redouble your vaſt ſtock of Courage, 

And make th? uneaſy Humour light and gentle; 
When 2 remember even in heat of Battle, 
That after all your Victories and Spoil, 

You'll meet calm Peace at home in ſoft Embraces. 


Thus may you number out your bappy years, 


Till Love and Glory no more proofs can give 
Of what they can beftow, or you, receive. 
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W E charg'd you boldly in our firſt advance, 
And gave the Onſet à la mode de France 
As each had been a Joan of Orleance, 


Like them our Heat as ſoon abated 100; 
Alas we could not vanquiſh with a Show, 
Much more than that goes to the conquering you. 


2 0 1 A + 
The Trial tho will recompenſe the Pain, 
It having wiſely taught us how to reign ; 
*Tis Beauty only can our Power maintain. 


But yet, as tributary Kings, we own - 
It is by you that we poſſeſs that Throne, 
Where had we Victors been, e ad reign'd alone, 


And we have promis d what we could not do; 
A fault, methinks, might be forgiven too, 
Since ti but what we learnt of ſoms of you, 


But we are upon equal treatment yet, f 
For neither conquer, ſince we both ſubmit; 
Tea to our Beauty bow, we to your Wit. 


- 


The End of the Third VoLums. 


